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AUTHOB'S PREFACE. 



Thsbs Poems are selected from among the most preserrable pieces con- 
tributed to tiie Press, at occasional intervals, as time allowed. They 
appear as 'snatches of songr' rather than as a sustained melody, and, 
possibly, might have been more lengthy, pretentious, and polished, if 
they haid been written under the reflective advantages of luxuriant 
leisure. But— be it known— the writer has had to follow tiie Fine Art 
of bread'Winning from the days of earliest Boyhood. It is not easy to 
muse upon NATURE from uncongenial positions, or to interpret the 
silver speech of the Summer fairy-bells from a throne of thorns ! Bards 
are like birds. If they sing to live, they must also live to sing. 

As wiU be seen, I hastily touch, rather than completely discuss, the 
varied themes under treatment. If I often sing, with muffled lyre, at 
the graves of Eminent and widely mourned personages— in whose fruit- 
ful lives I had an affectionate Literary interest,— it is that I might, per- 
chance, CHXEB sous SAD HBABTs by coutlnually referring to the most 
consoling, and least sectarian, of our religious doctrines, namely, the 

IXKOBTALITT OF THE SOFL. 

The Poems have beien gathered into this small volume from various 
publications, to which they were originally contributed, as the result of 
the Author's leisure hour musings; and, when it is stated that they 
have already appeared before the wide circle of readers, popularly ad- 
dressed by the "Nottingham Daily Journal," the "Newcastle Critic," 
the "Peterboro* Advertiser," the "Spalding Free Press," the "New 
York Christian Leader," and otiier English and American newspaper 
issues, itwUl be seen that the sentiments conveyed have not fallen still- 
bohi without an audience. Their re-publication is chiefly to gratify an 
honourable company of personal and Literary friends, and it is hoped 
that a second perusal of them may not change the favourable opinion 
whicn many times encouraged the writer, during the anxious boyhood- 
period of earlier publicity. Monetary gain is less the object of this 
collection of verse, than a more permanent communion of Poetical 
thought, with kindred well-wishers. The volumeis dedicated speciaUy 
to my friends; and if, perchance, it should fall into the hands of tiie 
Critics, I can only say that no severe reference to its Literary imperfec- 
tions will efface from my memory the deep love of Nature which 
inspired it, or the— unavoidably hurried— pleasures of its production. 

As will be noticed, several of the Poems in the first portion of this 
little book speak the boyhood haste and the inexperience of literary 
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composition. Perhaps the preservation of such P&bmzbas pieces 
can only be justifled on the plea that they illustrate the progressiYe 
development of idealistic tastes, chiefly self-trained, under saely dis- 
advantages, which the Author can now— in some measure— aflford to 
foi^et. Perchance, my Prose writings would more fully exhibit this 
idea of intellectual progress ; but I diall defer unto some indefinite 
future date the reproduction, in a collected form, of my chief Essays, 
Lectures, Tales, and later Articles contributed to the Press. I give this 
explanation because I find several very Distinguished Personages among 
my honorable patrons, who will not, I trust, demand matured Summer 
fruit from fragmentary Poems presented as storm-nursed early Spring 
blossoms. 

In issuing this little collection of verse, I am tally oonsoious of the 
fact that this— the year 1876— is, perhaps, the least poetical of any 
period in history. The age is more intellectual, but less sympathetic 
and sentimental, than former epochs of our justly proud progress and 
civilization. Society is, at this time, qnich-paoed— possibly selfish— 
and certainly free from the earlier domestic tenderness and Arcadian 
romance of the old Coaching days. We speak and act with a lightning 
swiftness. Most tilings now reek with steam, and are influenced by 
machinery. Men have no time to muse. The quick intelligence and 
activity of town life has well nigh destroyed the isolated quietitade of 
village habitations, and the "sacrifice offered to heroes," must, per- 
forcei be a n^nd ceremonial in the noisy Market-place. Poetry, there- 
fore, if it is tolerated, must be a quick creation, and its musical cadences 
refiect the destruction of once pet habits in rural innocence and pictorial 
simplicity of occupation. Venerable forests are now cut down ruthlessly, 
because men want the timber for more artificial erections, and the most 
beautiful sylvan retreats become prosaic through the acquisitive intru^ 
sion of modern Eailway enterprize. Nevertheless, whilst birds continue 
to sing, and the May-bushes venture to put forth their heavenly bloom, 
the world will be troubled, if it is not blessed, with the inevitable 
inspirations of the Song-writer. 

PBTXBSO&OrOH. J. T. M. 
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Early Communings with Nature. 



A SPBING EOSTAOY. 



AwAXE ! ye Edumbering fancies of my soul ! 
Survey the new-bom beauties all around ; 
Let emerald earth and heaven's rich blue 
Provoke the deep emotions of mine heart 
To instant, long continued exercise 
And the soft, sweet conquering rhapsody 
Of genial inspiration — ^bom of joy : 
The grander prompting of enlightened life, 
Those sympathies that chastened passion breeds, 
And music pleading haetd for utterance. 

O I how shall I eiq>ress my sudden bliss. 
Or chronicle the visions of the day 
Which supplement those wild but beauteous dreams, 
Those scenic agitations of the mind 
That haunted me upon an earlier time 
When I was bound to half -forgotten sleep 
And bore the solemn weight of worldless prayer, 
That thrill'd me like a prophet's rushing psalm 
Whose splendid meaniiifg now takes lovely sh&pe 
In all those swelling wonders that I scan. 
All haU ! ye daisy Mngs that grace the meads 
And reign in noisless triumph on pure thrones, 
Defiant of king Sol and casual storms, 
Adorned with coronals which give not strife 
As did great crowns of human royalty, — 
Some I^ince of Brunswick or Flcmtagenet 
Who suck'd fierce poison from the joys of state. 
Nor knew the free, unconscious bliss of fiowers. 

Sing on ye tuned birdies of the grove ! 
And fiing your noblest sonnets to the sky 
To tell the spirits of yon upper spheres 
Old earth is bursting beautifully green, 
That Flora breathes upon the woodland slopes 

B 
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5 COMMUNINGS WITH NATTTBB. 

Yielding fresh splendour to the rip'ning views 
Already winsome in a loveliness 
That smilingly suggest the Elysian plains. 
O ! how I love the blue-bell's pleading chime, 
The golden sheen of tender buttercups, 
And fragile cowslips living by the banks 
That bend to kiss the saucy, flirting stream 
Adown whose vernal haunts in earher days 
I rambled carelessly with Abigail. 
Arise my soul I repeat a litany, 
Some rapturous, sweet thanksgiving song 
To Nature's great eternal President. 
Tell forth the ravishment and agony 
That helps to raise and feed poetic Are. 
Advance new melody and soar aloft 
To speak thy latest pleasures to the stars ! 
O ! glorious Spring-tide t thou hast conquered me ! 
My nature mi^es obeisance to thy charms 
Bejoicing in the strange captivity. 
The burning glee, so nobly, strongly bom, 
Begotten of the sights I fail to sketch. 



A FEBBUABY FLOWEB-SONG. 

Blow on ! wild western gale ! 
Beat hard upon old Winter's cloudy brow, 
Earth's death and darkness are dissolving now ; 

White signs of life prevail! 
Lo!^-daisy! snowdrop! hedgerow violet ! 
Suns fight intrusive storms; in blood-red passion, set; 

But soon the heated rain. 

On hiU, in dell, and plain. 
Will warm, and wash to lovliness, the flowers 
And haunted banks burst beauteous thro' sweet showers ! 
How magical those moments then will be ! 
What hope! what sonnets of charmed ecstacy! — 

The shepherd's thrilling horn I 
O'er scented meads — o'er waves of greening com, 

WiU summon heaven to earth. 
And men conceive new psalms at such a birth : 
For life, in Spring's long coffin'd sap, will rise 
Or fall in quick'nlng dew from breathing skies ! 
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COMMmrnrGS WtTH KAT0EE. 3 

As prayers ascend to God, — 
Wingless, but softly white, and pure as snow ; 
Leaving the dross of earth and sin below, — 

So daisies leave the sod; 
And e'en the violets aspire to raise 
Their quiet goodness in a sigh of praise : 

But wand'ring sunbursts kiss 

Flowers into restful bliss; — 
The watchful robins guard them in the night 
And Luna yields them consecrated lig^t: — 
Blow storms! frown clouds! -the flow'rets e'er must reign! 
And Spring is but the birth-scene, — wild with pain : 

The Alpha of the throng. 
Inspire the key-note of the poet's song, 

Ah ! soon, pictorial day — 
The oowfilip's glow, — the woodbine's curls at play, 
Win charm love's lyre as Flora grander grows 
And bees, with music, bribe eadi trembling rose 1 



APBIL! WHY WEEPEST THOU? 

Is it firom pleasure or pain that thy tears! 
Fall down to the earth through returning years ? 
Thy soft gales sound like the orphan's lone cry, 
And a mournful grief seems to haunt the sky. 
Oh ! why dost thou weep fair month of the Spring 
Whilst birds in the bushes so charmingly sing ? 
Tell me whence cometh thy tears? 

Is it the bright herald daisies that bloom. 
On the cold green slopes of old Winter's tomb, 
That makes thee weep and oft smile in thy pain. 
Shed life-giving tears, then laugh again ? 
Or is it when violet odours arise. 
That thy sorrow bursts forth in pleasing surprise ? 
Tell me is sadness thy bliss ? 

Hast thou a dream of the picturesque May 
That will move in thy track at a later day ? 
Art thou jealous of a giandeur unborn — 
Of Flora, in rose-wheel'd chariot drawn? 
Doth the tinted foliage soon to live, 
New pangs to thy tottering presence give? 
Tell me the cause of thy grief. 
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Unlike the tempest that weeps when it swears, 
I feel not afraid of thy passionate tears ; 
More rainbows are bom of thy moistened eyes 
Than ever come forth under parched skies ; 
'Tis thy sweet sorrow enriching the earth 
That brings the flowerets and fruitage to birth : 
Then weep, tearful April ! weep. 



GATHEBING COWSLIPS. 

We saimter*d up the lonely lanes, and reached the fragrant 

meads; 
Soft glist'ning globes of morning due hung bright as 

crystal beads, 
Till Sol did from his eastern couch in majesty arise. 
To take a fiery daily march across the cloudless skies. 
The lark was on her ether throne dispensing newest song. 
Whose melody the zephyrs bore in rivalry tdong ; 
She sang entrancing hymns of joy, in sweet, unearthly 

strains, 
The music seemed to touch tiie sky, then fall to flood the 

plains. 
The blackbird sought the sylrm shades, nor seldom ever 

soared. 
But gave grand solos in the grove, which echo-sounds 

enchored. 

* ' * * * * 

The day stole on, the chorus swelled, the concert grew 

complete — 
Bich music and the sunbeams made our chosen pleasures 

sweet. 
We found the drooping, fragile gems, that decked the 

rural glade. 
And conquered them exultingly as if in a stem crusade : 
We took the cowslips prisoners-then bore them safe away. 
As warriors bear tneir trophies forth from some exciting 

fray. 
We gamboU'd in the golden fields, and rapturously did sing. 
As merciless we pluck'd the flowers that crown imperial 

Spring. 
The cowshps bowed obediently to man, their wanton foe. 
Who heeded not their living worth, nor heard their dying 

throe. 
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Bright daises and soft butteroups that flourished by their 
side, 

With dread beheld their neighbours' fi^te, and grief 
eclipsed their pride. 

And as yr^ grasped the cowslips' neck, with rude unspar- 
ing hand, 

C!ompanion flow'rets seem'd to say, *' let our comrades 
stand." 

But no ! we sang the victor's psalm, and hastened towards 
home, 

Elated with our beauteous prize, delighted with our roam. 

Ah! ere we reached the village stile, the stolen flow'rs 
grew pale. 

And lost the blooming lovliness they boasted in the vale. 



A MAYLYBIO. 

(Fob Musio.) 

I LOVE fair earth, thy jewell'd breast, 
When flowers their choicest hues reveal, 

When trees in tinted bloom are dress'd 
And fancy gilds each thought I feel. 

1 could I shape some startling song, 
Or wake, new psalms unknown before, 

To tell of scenes where beauties throng 
'Mid glades and glens of Albion's shore. 

With dreamy eye I scan the meads 
And feast upon their golden'd green ; 

Bight joyously my spirit feeds 
When Flora is tiie reigning queen. 

Adown soft slopes where cowslips grow 
Or where the winsome blue-bells ring; 

By thymy banks where brooklets flow 
And in cool groves where birdies sing. 

By qrlvan haunts in bushy lanes 
Away from all the world's keen strife. 

Or rambling o'er the emerald plains, 
I find the rarest sweets of Me, 
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*Ti8 there with nature I oommime 

And in her teachings e'er abide ; 
My flpirit to new songs attune, 

And reach the God the creeds would hide. 

How pure my bliss when sunny skies 
Betray a heaven of distant blue ; 

Or orchard blossoms softly rise 
To crown each lovely spring-tide view. 

How sweet to glimpse the browsing herds 
That lie and drecuu 'neath woodUmd shades; 

And doubly sweet, 'mid song of birds, 
To flirt with Jessie in the glades. 

What Edens charm me all around, 
What odours steal from scented braes ! 

What breadths of consecrated ground 
Bemind of old primeval days. 

With shepherds in the dew-kiss'd field, 
At early mom ere sunbeams rOam — 

When herbs their quick'ning perfumes yield, 
I fain would leave the nooks of home. 

'Mid pictures of rare hawthorn hues, 

The living, velvet snow of May, 
My soul would ever stay to muse. 

Nor from such scenes be torn away. 

Where kingly dandelions dwell, 
And where the courtier daisies grow, 

My nature learns a weirdly speU, 
That poets only feel and know. 



THE FEAST, OF GABLANDSI 

Peterborough, May-day, 1874. 

[The following verses were respectfully dedicated to the little "May- 
queens" of this City.] 

1. 

Musical fairy-bells! 

Down by the flowery deUs — 
Bing in the mirth of this sweet golden day! 

Larks of the sunny skies, 

Let thy soft sonnets rise — 
Herald the charms of fair girlhood's display ! 
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Lixmets by grove and la^m ! 
Where birdie songs are bom — 
Ghaut forest psalms by green hedgerow and lanes ; 
Zephyrs from Austral zones I 
Whisper thine undertones : 

3. 

Hang the wee daisies round! 

Over the garland ground — 
Weave the fresh buttercups — arches and rings ! 

Diadems all aglow, 

Mocking the iris-bow — 
Hinting of beauty that came of past springs ! 

4. 

Taste of rare geniuses I 

Laughter of Venuses — 
Glee of a Paradise, yearly thine own; 

Flame of the dandelion 

Brightening the youngest scion, 
Blossoms of orchard-trees forming a crown ! 

6. 

Dapce of the holy feet! 

Songs that the angels greet— 
Love in brief chorus — and pure as swift streams : 

LighVning-eyed maideiJiood! 

Rosy-lipp'd— quick of blood; 
Living on earth, a quaint heaven of dreams! 



PLOWEB SHOW STANZAS. 

I. 
Imhobtal Flora ! breathe upon the scene ! 
Aid thou Pomona linger to inspire ; 
'Tis meet some goddess or channed Fairy Queen 
Should now come forth in heaven-touched attire, 
Attended by the music of Apollo's lyre — 
The soft and sanctified outflow of sound, 
Such as cherubims might e'en desire 
Li the sweet spheres above — where bliss is found. 
And beauty circulates through angel*haunted ground. 
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No common oons«eration Iraih the flowers, 

Elysian meads reveal nought false and low ; 

The quickening morning dew, or erening showers I 

On herbs, rich fruit, and cool green ferns bestow ; 

No blessings underserved, nor son's warm glow 

Expend in yain its life-promoting smile, 

0*er perfumed lawns where motley flowerets grow, 

But through the prairie waste and sea-washed isle "^^ 

Eternal wisdom guards and shapes each tint and style. 



On flowery Grecian plains fair Daphne's breast 
Assumed the foliage of the fadeless bay, 
And praise rushed through her lover's lute — confess'd 
Mad passion for the evergreen display— 
Drove the pure minstrel's fragment chords away 
And brought a holier music into birth — 
Songs of grand garlands that defied decay, 
That swell'd triumphantly in fruitful worth- 
Voicing to high heaven the humbler poesy of earth. 



Not sylvan groves or scented herbs alone, 

Not f ableid plants or silken orchard bloom, 

Or tasseUed moss upon the antique stone 

Shall chain man's love I the wild rose on the tomb. 

And gillifiowers that gracefully assume 

A majesty they modestly sustain ; 

Preach by the incense of their own perfume 

The sweet life fostered by the April rain. 

And various charm of tint, they from stray mmbeams gain. 



How dazzling are Britannia's daughters here ! 
What rustling robes— what grace of step we see ! 
Perfumed and picturesque they each appear 
In the gay throng, or 'neath some cool arch'd tree. 
Lost in the revelry of cultured glee — 
Or whispering of pleasures that they feel 
In tones that help the current minstoesiy ; 
They, like the kaleidscope, fresh views reveal, 
And to the chivalry of noble men appeal 
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TI. 

What wealth and beauty boldly reign arcrand ! 

What chasten'd pseaais tiarel to. the sky ; 

The merry laugh and stately waltz alxKind, 

And Venus forms, with jealous looks defy. 

Coy rival girls — ^whose lightening trained eye — 

Whis by wicked wandering the heart it seeks 

Melting chance knots it stays not to imtie ; 

'Till so^ pearl lips and slowly blushing cheeks 

The common tale of friendship, love, or flirting, speaks. 

vn. 
Who would not linger in so choice a place ? 
And glean the grandeur that attracts the gaze — 
Parade the odorous tents and wisely trace 
The sweet skill that built and shields such rare displays ; 
Affording genial theme for hurried lays, 
And callmg forth quaint fancies from the brain 
And loud mif olding of expressive praise : 
Welcome pet Mont ! be thy brief, bright reign, 
And may thy joyous summer face not smile in vain I 



A SONG OP THE SOLITUDES. 

O ! oivx me in forests to strpll ! 
Where silence and shadows prevail ; 

Where fairy-ghosts startle the soul 
And fanciful feelings ne'er fail. 

Bare scenes of the woodland retreat. 
Away from the world and its strife. 

Make my heart with new melodies beat 
And throw a pure charm o'er my life. 

Adown by the g^en or the grove, * 

Where music is bom of the streams, 

Where youth can pronounce its warm love, 
And age find repose for its dreams. 

'Neath beauteous boughs of old trees. 
On carpets of moss and wild flow'rs, 

Where NymphsB doth whisper deoorees, 
Presiding at eve in the bow'rs. 
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^Tis there, Hying pleasures arise, 
Unspoken enchantments appear — 

A Paradise rained from the skies, 
To beautify, bless and to cheer. 

My fancy is fed by the scene. 
My spirit its ravishment sing : 

I glimpse the fair form of my queen 
Beside the rich murmuring springs. 

The cedars that gracefully wave 
And give me a palace of shade. 

Are as sacredly cool as the grave 
Where the beautiful dead are laid. 

'Mid Nature's lone haunts I will roam, 
Where Amaranth bloom cannot die ; 

I claim the dark woods for my home 
And life's cruel sorrows defy. 

A lute of Apollo I need 
To tell what doth bum in my breast ; 

'Tis through the sweet lyre or the reed, 
That luscious romance is confessed. 

The poet, strange visions behold. 
Hath thoughts to profound for display ; 

His pictures must quaintly unfold — 
His music companionless stray. 

O I linger my spirit and muse I 
"Where rich foliage odours ascend — 

Where the night winds breathe on the views 
And Hebe her ecstacies spend. 



THE DYING SUMMER. 

'TWBEE joy to scan the naked, fire-lav'd skies, 
And bear the burning censure of the sun. 

Compared to griefs which sting when summer dies. 
And Sol's fierce glance to soften'd smiles doth run. 

'Tis then we guess the hours of gloom are near — 

When winds run wild and darken'd cloudlets frown- 
When Earth's elysian glens and groves fpx)w drear. 
And Flora meekly doffs her hsJo-crown. 
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Oh I how can I forget bright sylvan June, 
When Gk>d's rich forest grandeur fed my soul, 

And 6han8fm» fresh from birds of merry tune 
Made sacred fancies rise beyond control ! 

Ye scented morning dews, whose silv'ry tide 
Of velvet moisture wash'd the ornate meads — 

From whose refreshing touch no flowers would hide, 
But suck a blessing from thy bursting beads. 

Frail blue-bells hail'd thee with a toneless chime ; 

The monarch daisies, deck'd in crowns of white. 
And golden cowslips, drooping in their prime. 

Besought thy liquid kiss with keen delight. 

But ah! the perfum'd flow'rets all have fled: 
Sweet blue-bells ring— soft daisies reign no more ; 

No sunbeam-smile or dews can rouse the dead. 
Nought save the vernal spring-tide can restore. 

Emboldened Autumn boasteth of its worth — 
Its fading leafage, rich in matured hues. 

Which daily die to gain a nobler birth. 
And flush new beauty o'er the scenic views. 

But oh I the Summer had for me a spell 
Which Autumn's saffron tints can scarce impart; 

I watch'd it die, and groan'd a slow farewell, 
So sweetly did it preach unto mine heart. 



AN AUTUMN LYBIO. 
(Fob Musio.) 

Fabewell ye swallows on the wing! 

With thee I fain would fly away 
To where the skies are sweetly blue 

Thro' all the hours of southern day. 
Te fleeting birds bear forth my love I 

To beauteous Austral lands afar, — 
And as ye pass o'er cold wild waves 

Tell of fair climes from whence ye are. 
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Gk> seek the wann green Tales and grores! 

Where crael winters are trnkriown ; 
And leave not sunny, fem'draped shores 

'Till signs of northern spring are shown. 
! could I with the traveling birds 

Beach plains of everlasting green! 
Where Autumn's cold decay is rare 

And beauty haunts each stormiest scene. 

My natiye landscape hath its charms 

When amber forest hues preyail, — 
But 'tis the splendour of decay 

When nature's reigning beauties fail. 
Then give to me the term of bloom. 

The joyous sights of emerald Spring 
When cowslips grace the rural.meads 

And plumed songsters softly sing. 

What psalm can tell the bliss I know 

When musing on some daisied lawn, — 
Or rambling 'neaUi lone woodland shades 

Where precious scented herbs were bom? 
! would that it were not a dream ! 

Strange thoughts of deathless Summer hours — 
Eternal paradise on earth 

And wealth of ever fragrant flowers! 

To roam with Jessie in the glens, 
Or grandly scale some mountain height, — 

Or linger by romantic coasts- 
Give to my spirit rare delight. 

Wild sunsets in the gale-teaz'd west 
With awful beauty stains the sky. 

And hints of coming wintry gloom 
When nature in said trance will lie. 

No music now of murm'ring bees! 

No butterflies or choral burds ;— 
No meadows strewn with dewy flowers, 

Or picturesque with motly herds. 
Nought save the redbreast's weirdly hymn 

Will fall upon the poet's ear ; 
The pathos of the fading woods 

Will force a sympathetic tear. 
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A LYEIG OF THE GLEAMING SICKLE! 



Hail genii of the sheaves ! 
Once more ring musical the holy blades I 
A nation's bread, fire-hue'd, on groaning glades, 

Gerean beauty leaves I 
Work on ! ye god-called, song urged, sun-lash'd swains, 
Brown Autumn's affluent yield is on the plaint, 

Sweet days and cool cahn nights, 
The rare comanionship of faithful moons 
That follow playfully unmoisten'd noons, — 
These be the tokens of the harvest-tide ! 
Each field, earth's heiress ! witness I lover ! bride ! 

Here labour is half love, 
And merry-hearted toilers grumble not 

Or frown upon their lot : 
The seal upon their work is from above. 
What rapture ! hallow'd sweat I united glee I 
Quaint snatches of the psalms that used to be, 
The majesty of labour drunk with song, 
The weak arm willing, and the willing, strong : 

What pleasing mystery ! 
A world supported by the breasts of hills, 

As children helplessly 
Turn to the blue veined, snowy fountain rills 

Of mothers' paps, wMch feed 

Dependents m their need. 
Bless'd be those hills I which bear in amber trail. 
Rich com, awaiting punishment of flail I 
Thrice bless'd Gereaha— feast of yearly good 
Warm bursts of plenty where the spring plough stood ! 

Be this an August birth ? 
Or is it not green Beautjr's ripening day I 

Of age and fruitful worth, 
Ko more with April's laughing suns to play. 

'Tis now the gleaming sickle time. 

The glad thanksgiving bells may chime ; 
The proud and smiling farmer gathers in 
What toil has sown, and toil can only win : 
E'en Buth, the hopeful gleaner, lingers at the g^te. 
Nor must the softly hooded maiden, empty, wait I 
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EDITH— THE BEAUTIFUL GLEANER. 

A BAIiLAD OF THE HaBYEST FiBIiD. 

Down by the sunny slopes of the amber-hued hUlsides, 
Under the sound of the brook-music— holy and noisy- 
unceasing,- - 
Toiled there a saucy toned, angel-faced maiden of twenty ; 
Flushed with the beauty that womanhood only expresses : 
Vision of paradise clothed in earth's plainest raiment, 
Haunting the afternoon's haze— the silence of harvest-tide, 
Chanting the love-lore of Britain, minus the lute and 

organ,— 
Sweet as the joyous spring lark of the faUow-meads ; 
Passing adown the fat grain ridge — grasping the com that 

is golden,-r- 
Day unto day growing richer through license allowed by 

the farmer. 
Beauty so pure and enchanting was rare in the uplands, 
Labour so constant, was rarer, from earnest and fairy-like 

fingers. 
Singing so fluent and swelling — ^astounded the neighbours : 
She of the gleaning-bags — Edith, the queen of the village. 
Knew not that eyes were upon her-coy glances determined. 
Arthur, the manly, but modest, chief son of the master. 
Watched — as the star-gazers watch a new light in the 

heavens-^ 
Tracing the sun-matured shadow of Edith the beautiful 

gleaner. 
Heeding the music that fell from the lips of the toiler, 
Dreaming the lunatic dream of love's impassioned dis- 
temper. — 

Winter's white gloom rolled on in hours of suspense and 
deep sadness, 

Edith the gleaner illumined the sphere of Oakenthorpe 
Cottage, 

But hard was the fate of the fair one — harsh was the 
climate. 

Through the black term of the maiden's unwelcome dis- 
tresses ; 

The grist from the mill was no more ; and Edith the gleaner 

Knew not of the friendly heart beating so true and so 
warmly 
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Down by the farmstead away by the wandering riverside : 
Arthur the noble, was musing o'er one so alluring, — 
Bestless and frenzied, the fever that comes of affection, 
Tore his young agonised breast till he muttered its secrets. 

Dandelion fire-tints flamed in the spring-charmed meadows, 

Sheen of the buttercups glowed by the streams and the 
fallow land. 

Hot were the fields and wild, — fuUof God's sweetly loaned 
beauty 

Sonnetteer choral— birds revelled in music unearthly, 

Skies of the softest blue — clear as the lakes of southern 
lands: — 

Edith and Arthur unfolding the tales that open in fragrance, 

nndertonedblue-bells,-ringingoutlove'sgrand attachment; 

Peace to the peasant-girl I sacred and lasting the marriage 
vows, 

Beauty is strengthened through faith in the ever mysteri- 
ous, — 

Edith the gleaner ! a type of the true and the possible. 



AN OOTOBEE FBAGMENT. 



Haste lightning- winged swallow to the South ! 

Gk) find the haunted hills of other climes 

Beyond the cold, harsh seas. This land of storms 

To austral visitants can not be kind ; 

Allow eternal beauty to the beams 

Nor will the cruel gloom of wintry skies 

That ornament the hallow'd summertide. 

Haste birdies ! to the dream-land scenes afar ! 

To fragrant mountain slopes— to fern-clothed caves, - 

To vineyards all aglow with flame-hued grapes — 

To soft warm meadows, groves, and glassy streams, 

Amid which consecrated solitudes, 

The river-gods command a paradise. 

And flirting fairies revel by pale moons. 

What means this holy anguish— throe of soul ? 
The not unmusical distress and pain 
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That now durturbs my trembling, saddened heart f 

I dream — the vision is a prophecy, 

'Tis Coralie ! the angel of the Spring I 

Crowned with the May-bloom of the unspent years. 

How chaste !— the load I feel, is surely loye ; 

Nor could a passion so intense and prompt 

Bum guiltily, a hell within my breast — 

Majestic only through: eternal woe. 

Waal not so fiercely now, ye alien winds I 

Nor chant a dead-march through autumnal woods ; 

I trace fond foot-prints in the amber leaves. 

That carpent this retreat. My queen is throned 

Somewhere in the glades, her sweet clear voice 

Is striving with the gale's unkindly noise. 

And soon will come the eloquence I love. 

Not trees unmantled by the express storms, 
Nor hill slopes robbed of velvet grass and flowers 
Can now inspire the grief of loneliness. 
A spectre — not unearttily — haunts these shades ! 
The dark-eyed deputy of love and bliss. 
Methinks October but a risen June ; 
The sere, dissolving tints of forest trees 
Yield but the glory of the daasied meads ; 
The hollow winds that whistle through the pines 
Seem as the summer murmur of the bees ; 
And through a false entrancement of the eye, 
The yellow foliage of the orchard boughs 
Express the splendour of the cowslip hue. 
For angel-whispers struggle to be heard, 
Nor can the mighty western storm-noise hush 
The pleading, love-charged notes of Coralie. 



FLORA DETHEONED! 

[An *Aposxbophe to the BtiNG Flowebs.J 

Ye fading flow'rets, linger yet awhile 

To beautify and bless my native isle ! 

Full well I know, and fain would sing^ thy worth, 

And His eternal skill who gave thee r-^^ 
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How shall I stand unmoved and watch thee die, 

Kor feel a blinding moisture in my eye ? 

Strange feelings bum which only poets know, 

Soft tears, like silvery rain, do foeely flow. 

These, sterner natures might perchance control, 

Or banish weird reflections from the soul ; 

But such the bard may bid in vain depart. 

For nature^s preachment doth enchain his heart. 

What wonder that the mystic Orpheon lyre 

Speaks saddened sounds when darling flowers expire. 

I scan sweet Flora's throne, but scan in vain, 

She flings no plumed daisies o'er the plain. 

No buttercups, with blooming bells of gold. 

Deck dewy meads, or lovliness unfold ; 

Ko bluebells chiming changes on the breeze ; 

No dazzling dandelions waved to please ; 

No cowslips captivate with subtle charm. 

Or lure the rustic's gaze on yonder farm. 

They all have lost their winsome, scented breath, 

Their boasted beauty bows, and all is death I 

Fine flow'rets droop, that once with vigor grew. 

Arrayed in robes of crimson stain, or blue. 

O'er whose imnumbered tints we fondly gazed, 

Aiid whose unmatched designs we proudly praised ; 

"Whose odours richly rose at early mom 

From cultufd garden beds, or dew-laved lawn, 

Beminding one of Eden's pristine bloom. 

When man inhaled the sanctified perfume. 

As 'neath the scented sylvan shade§ he trod. 

Close linked by stainless innocence to Ood. 

Decay is written on the royal rose, 

Its grand existence cometh'to a close ; 

Gold alien winds besiege its fragile form — 

'Tis shivered in obedience to the storm. 

The velvet pansy, rotting in its pride. 

The essence of its splendour now doth hide — 

Must lose the heav'nly hues that won its fame. 

And die — to be forgotten, save in name. 

Oh, how I grieve to sigh a slow farewell ! 

How keen the pain when breaks fair Flora's spell! 

When summer visions cease to feed my mind, 

And flower-draped landscapes nowhere do I find. 

'Tis then I pant for springtide and its bloom. 

Impatient of old slow-paced winter's gloom. 
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I long for emerald slopes and singing streams, 
For [&es of richest blue, and Sol's soft beams, 
For untamed posies by the haunted glades, 
For birdie sonnets and the forest shades. ^ 
I long to glean the cowslips once again, 
And count the million daisies on the plain. 
My youthful heart new ravishment would feel. 
And, through the lyre, life's ecstacies reveal. 



Vers d e Soeiete 



TO NELLIE— WEEPING! 



What mean those beauteous tears 
That wet thy cheeks like sun-touch'd summer rain! 
Making a track for grief in after years 

When age and cares breed pain. 

I well nigh weep to see 
The cruel silv'ry deluge of thine eyes, 
And stand, half-loving, and half-scolding thee, 

For being so unwise. 

Tell me, fond girl, thy woe ! 
I wait strange revelations of thine heart ; 
Be it a burden which none others know, 

I fain would share a part. 

Push back thy curls and smile. 
Or publish now thy sorrows through soft song ; 
Go seize the charm'd guitar ; it may beguile 

Thy sadden'd soul ere long. 

Thy care-crush'd spirit tells 
That thou hast been baptised in cool dark waves; 
Thy voice is as the tone of funeral bells 

When echoed by the graves. 

Perchance 'tis love, or hate. 
That feeds the hurricane in thy young breast, 
Or doth sad mem'ries spoil thy wonted rest? 

Or dread of some harsh fate. 
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So winsome in th^ grief, 
Thou troubled Venus, tear-lay'd, and alone, 
Remember Niobe wept into stone. 

Before she found relief. 

Come forth from thy still room 
And hear the sonnets that gay birds unfold, 
And glimpse the richness of the cowslips gold ; 

It may alleve thy gloom. 

Seek now some choice retreat, 
Where rival bloom is snowing in weird glades; 
Court merry Nature in the sylyan shades; 

'Twill make thy pain more sweet. 

Come where cool fountains play I 
Where lively crystals waters leap on high — 
Mirroring the splendour of the earth and sky — 

*Twill chase thy woe away. 

Ah! Kellie, I haVe guessed 
Why such poetic sadness haunts thee now; 
And why prof ounder achings teaze thy brow 

Than e*er will be confessed. 

How foolishly I tried 
To kiss thy sister liabel in the grove ; 
I little dreamt a jealous witness spied 

With glance of selfish love ! 



THE QUEEN OF THE MISTLETOE-BOUGH. 

A OHBISTMAS POEM. 

Young Eveline of Hursley Hall was beautiful, but blind, 
And oft reflecting on her state, she deem'd the gods unkind : 
She thought they frowned upon her birth in cruelty 

supreme. 
And swore that through her term of life, in darkness she 

should dream. 
How could a girl of graceful form and nobleness of soxd, 
Be doomed to such misfortune-such a fate beyond control? 
Sweet Eveline was lovely as the early flowers of spring. 
Fair as the matured roses Uiat the summer seasons bring ; 
The purity of snowdrops with their alabaster sheen 
On her young brow of innocence was ever to be seen. 
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This Venus haimted Hursley Hall, Dor seldom ever stray'd, 
She panted for, but oould not see, the beauties of the 

glade. 
Through brother's love, or sister's care, she learnt of na- 
ture's spell, 
Of mossy banks, of crystal brooks, of wild flowers in the 

dell; 
Of bushes where the May-bloom grew adown the cool 

green lane ; 
Of chestnut f oUage avenaes beside the Tillage fane ; 
They told her of tiie meadow-gems, magnificent and sweet, 
Of Telyet grass on sunny dopes where ^Udsy-princes meet — 
Of glorious golden buttercups that hold the scented dew. 
From which the Genii slake their thirst, existence to 

renew ; 
Of purple skies and blazing stars — rich wonders overhead — 
And otiier scenes of lovelmess where fancy oft is fed 
But ah ! she could not glimpse the yiews of ocean, earth, 

or 8^, 
No beauties made her spirit glad, or charmed her sightless 

eye; 
The world to her was dreary, full of sorrow, strife, and 

sin. 
Yet Eveline had secret joy— a Paradise within. 

«* « « « « « « 4i « 

Old Hursley Hall stood robed in snow one merry Ghrist- 

mastide, 
Within its dazzling lighted rooms met beauty, rank, and 

pride; 
Gay cavaliers and winsome belles were jubilant with joy. 
Nor could the outer wintry blast the festival destroy : 
'Mid music, pomp, and special glee, our Eveline was found, 
But modest through misfortune, sat she in the backward 

ground, 
Like some unnoticed primrose softly hiding in a grove. 
She dare not venture forth to show her joyousness and 

love: 
Fair ladies sought the mistletoe — caught warm kisses as 

they stray'd, 
Show'd conqu'ring eyes of violet— rich robes of varied 

shade; 
Poor Eveline stole tremblingly, and stood beneath the 

boughs. 
Excitement soon did circulate-^was seen on many brows; 
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Would snoli ft fair bat sightless girl be noticed by the 

crowd, 
Beceive attention from the braye, be honoured by the 

proud? 
Amid the jealous glances of the guests on either hand, 
The lordly heir of Bramley Grange approached where she 

did stand — 
He gently pushed aside her curls, then pressed her pale 

young face, 
Betray'd a sure attaohmext through his culture and his 

grace: 
Young Abneir's looks declared his love f6r lucky Eveline, 
And ere another Ghristmastide she reigned his faithful 

queen. 



A THANK-OFFEKINO. 

[Tributary yerses to certain yonn^ ladies of Spalding, and elsewhere, 
who sent the Author yarious Valoituies, selections of early Wild Flow- 
ers, and other Poetic Tokens of friendliness.j 

BEATJTiFUii symbols of friendly esteem 
Coming from &ose that to me are unknown, 

Giving me thought for a midsummer dream, 
Gratefull am for such favours bestown. 

Kindly, anonymous, girls of the day, 
Why did you send me sweet gifts without name? 

Were ye in earnest, or was it in play ? 
Was it from force of affection they came? 

Valentines rich with the scent of the East, 
Like the aroma of tropical meads, 

Giving the senses magnificent feast, 
Hinting of purity, love, and choice deeds. 

Art, with suggestive creations of form, 
Pictured designs which the clever ones trace, 

Tell of affection's rare freedom from storm ; 
Mirrors warm ^outh in its beauty and grace.^ 

Paradise odour wherever 'tis found. 
Poets can never despise such a charm. 

Be it from Western, or Orient ground, 
From Columbia's groves, or the Judean palm. 
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Art with its strange reyelations of power, 
Showing the sentiments through a design— 

Gentle-winged Cupids, or leaiy-rob'd bower, 
Milli(ms may take as a grand Valentine. 

Dearer to me are the flow'rets of Spring, 
Splendidly wild in their earliest hues. 

Premature bloom that the sunny-days bring. 
Long ere the fall of the Summertide dews. 

Snow-drops plucked from the breast of the lawn, 
Gkty daisies gathered from the slopes of the hill, 

Primitiye beauties, of the soft winds bom. 
Growing beside the old fane, or the mill. 

Fair ones sending choice signs of regard. 
These are the beauteous gifts that I prize ; 

Floral offerings best please a young Bard, 
Tell that the donors are lovely and wise. 



THE SONG OF THE OLD BBn>GE. 

A LA HOOD. 

[Dedicated— without permission— to all those in, and around, Peter- 
borough, whom it may concern.] 

By a town there crosses the Kene, 

Hideous, rotten, and worn. 
The shape of a bridge scarce fit to be seen 
At mid-day, night or mom. 

Groan, groan, groan, 
For the weight it has to bear. 
For its pillars creak, and wailingly speak 
A tale of sad despair. 

Its timbers fast haste to decay. 
Its arches are no more strong. 
They hint at the sway of a better day 
When viaducts were young. 

Pain, pain, pain, . 
Or the agonies of disease 
Must be the feeling, again, and again, 
Of the bridge that once did please. 
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When Abbot de Oroyland built 

A pathway from Hunts, to the city 
He wrought a mistake ; nor will his guilt 

Get nineteenth century pity. 
If stone could be found for an Abbey, 

Or beauty be chiselled on spires, 
Now wasn't it foolish and shabby 

With wood to connect the two shires ? 

Shame, shame, shame, 
There rests on the men of this age, 

Blame, blame, blame. 

For letting the structure stand, — 

Danger, and dirt, and decline. 

Decline, and dirt, and danger. 

No bridge less grand in all the land 

Meets now the eye of the stranger. 

Old Gildedburgh's Minster is famed 

For grandeur of frontal design, — 
Its stately aisles are mentioned with smiles 

By dwellers ,in every oUme. 
Fair, fair, fair. 
Is the fame which the city can boast, 

Its merits rare we may declare 
To friends on ev'ry coast. 

Why, why, why 
Should a town so nobly known 

(Through parable, history, and song,) 
Disgrace its renown, and beckon a frown 
Tlirough a structure suffered so long ? 
Bise, rise, rise. 
On the ruins of cursed decay. 

Adorn the scene, and honour the Nene, 
Some beautiful bridge of to-day I 

WhaUeyl Whalley! Whalleyl 
Fctt^get not your dreams of th^ sea, — 

How can you appear in St. Stephen's so jolly. 
And weep not at bridges that be ? 

Wells! Wells! Wells! 
Hang your harp for a time on the willow. 

Just turn your eyes to our. bridge of sighs, 
Thou jolly-hearted fellow. 
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I 
ODE TO PETERBOROtJGH NEW BRIDGE. j 

[Opekisd Fbidat, Dxgembeb 13th, 1872.] 

Gould old Paeda join the throng! 

That lines our busy streets to^lay, ' 

The Mercian prince would shout a song j 

And consecrate the town's display ! 'j 

Could Wulfere rise I 
In mortal form 

To scan the scene, — | 

The wintry skies < 

Would quickly warm ; — 
And Sol's soft i^een li 

Pervade and harmonise December's blast, ! 

And o'er completed hopes, new radiance east ! — 
Whilst yonder noble monumental fane, i 

Might fa:emble with wild music's joy-urged strain ! 

What means the noise of trampling feet? 

The wave of flags and truiQpet speech? — 
Do wrestless crowds grand wctrriors greet? 
In welcome to their native beaoh? — 
Or do men see 
The kings of men. 
Arrayed in state ? 
Well crown'd and free, 

BecaUing then 
Some olden date, — 
When majesty march'd slowly through the mass, 

Dispensing favours as the cortege mov'd ; 
And as on stolen flow'rs, it came to pass, 
Fam'd Princes walk'd, whilst nations meekly lov'd! 

Not so the deep contagious mirth, \ 

Which thrilled a thousand hearts this mom ! 
Our bliss was local in its birth. 
And rarely is such laughter bom. 
The Nene's slow tide 
May bear no sail 

Upon its breast: — 
No ships may glide 
Or crews prevail 
Where pale waves rest ; — 
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But was there no calm, crooked stream to span ? 

A semi-classic gulf to bridge, and bind? — 
Behold the finisluBd scheme! — the clothed plan; 

Most worthy of a city so refined. 

The olden, hallowed timbers fell! 

And tearless was our rapt adieu! — 
Small sorrow clung to our farewell. 
As grandeur on decay fast grew : 
Kude monkish feet, 
Or antique squires, 
The ruins bore, — 
But *tis not meet 

Two wedded shires — 
Like imto yore, — 
Should yield esteem to tottering planks of wood, 

And falsify the progress of the age ! 
Or cast no beauteous archway o'er the flood, 
Where noiseless current doth men's thoughts engage. 

Flow on illustrious, modest Nene! 

Thy meadowed-fringed track is dear, 
As are thy banks; so cool and green, — 
Where bargemen rambled tluough the year 
And toil and sing, 
SVom mom till eve 
By winding ways. 
Where woodlands spring. 

Or flowers relieve 
The prosy days: — 
Along the merry, busy, devious vale. 

By silent stanch, and emerald robed hill ; 
We note the charms of fair Nene's wat'ry trail. 
And praise the noble task it doth fulfll! 

Then hail, new Bridge! we bid thee stand! 

Well worthy of old Nene's repute ! — 
So much desired — so wisely plann'd, 
Thy seemly form we now salute! 
No Grecian brook. 
Or Boman lake. 

Bolls 'neath thy bend, — 
Yet thy proud look. 

Men won't forsake. 
But must commend : 
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And though no Thames, or Tiber's reverenced spray 
Doth dance around thy ribs, or lave thy feet, — 

We sing thy comeliness and strength to-day : — 
Loud kindred voices speak the work complete I 



EUGENIE. 



In solitude there stray'd 

A shy but lovely maid. 
Beside the troubled waters of the wierdly German sea. 

Like the presence of a ghost 

Did she haunt the rugged coast. 
As if in stem fulfilment of some strangely shaped decree. 

In garments soft and white, 
As radiant as the light. 
She tremblingly pursued her wondrous wand'rings on the 
shore ; 
Her passionate young breast 
Was innocent of rest. 
Nor knew {he envied calm that the sorrowless have in 
store. 

She marching, oft did moan, 

And the burden of her groan 
Was sadness at the absence of the lov'd one of her heart. 

His promises she treasur'd 

His miseries she measured ; 
She recaU'd the burning moments when young Hubert did 
depart. 

With passion wild but warm. 

That dissuasion helpM to form ; 
She loved the noble sailor lad, whose parting kindled pain. 

His presence was her joy. 

And now the darling boy. 
Was topic of rare dreams that trailed disquiet through 
her brain. 

With eloquent emotion. 
She curs'd the cruel ocean; 
And breath'd a bitter woe o'er the rude ixwulting wave ; 
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She most solemnly did pray 
Agpftinst Neptune's stormy sway, 
Half belieYing that the billows would become her Hu- 
bert's grave. 

By moonlight on the strand, 

Her pale uplifted hand 
Seemed to beckon angel aid to the scene of her distress. 

The music of her prayer 

Swell'd sweetly on the air, 
And spoke the spirit agony she must perforce confess. 

Would Hubert once again 

Becross the foamy main, 
To meet his fondling Eugenie —his priestess and his pride : 

Would memories ever dear 

His strolling spirit cheer, 
And urge him back to Fatherland on some returning tide ? 

How could he e'er forsake 

The girl who would not break 
A faith she swore beneath the stars, should never have an 
end; 

The distance of the Poles, 

Gould not unchain two souls, 
Whose firm and righteous unity e'en heaven would defend. 



When watching by the Bay 

One tempest-haunted day. 
Sweet Eugenie espied a sail from India's distant shore ; 

"Twas Hubert coming home 

From his long watery roam, 
To greet his tried but noble queen, and never leave her 
more. 

Her young breast flamed with bUss 

As he gave the welcome kiss 
And charm'd away her sadness by fresh tokens of esteem; 

The village bells proclaim'd 

The Bride was newly nam'd. 
And life as shown in wedded love ran pleasant as a dream. 
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HABBIET— IN A TEMPEK. 



Stobmless and student*like, buried in thought, 

Musing of cowslips, of cuckoos, and crows, 
Watching the cloudisoape, so frettinglj wrought, 

Dreamily watching the stream as it flows ; 
Lovingly lounging where linnets confess 

Mild musical madness, and claim an abode, 
Away in the woods, in their midsummer dress. 

Close by yon flower-fringed, velvety road. 

Hark ! 'tis the tread of my angel I hear ; 

Harriet follows me — golden-hair'd girl ! 
O what a sweet one is hastening near — 

Matchless in footfall and winsome in curl. 
Gome to my arms, thou most wonderful maid) 

Smile now, beloved — repose on my breast ; 
Fly, like a wounded young robin— ^aid, 

Yet welcome for aye in my bosom to rest. 

Why is she silent now ? shall I be kissed ? 

Will she not muse with me ? join me in song ? 
Am I— an audience of one — to be hissed ? 

O where is she right, and where am I wrong ? 
TeU me, my darling : O wherefore this cloud ? 

This tempest-like pouting of lips to a frown ? 
My angel — thou demon ! — with malice endowed. 

Filling the grove with the passions of town. 

See ! she is marching at cavalier speed, 

Brooding — ^with hurricane heat — o'er her plaint ; 
O how electrical !-— once the frail reed — 

Brute that I am, I half wish she would faint. 
Faint, through a tenderness softly assumed ; 

Swoon, like all maidens when storming a heart ; 
Hair in disorder, and garments perfumed. 

Queen of mock tragedy, playing her part. 

Let me again be affectionate fool, 

Catch thee when falling, and sigh like the breeze ; 
Play the pure nonsense we play'd when at school — 

Guiltless, but careless, adown by yon trees. 
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Come I be my idol again. I will Imeel — 
Ferns for an altar, and love for a creed ; 

Hearken again to my flowery appeal, 
Take me — a sacrifice — ready to bleed. 

Why is that countenance crimson'd with rage ? 

Burning with blood-flame, like sundowns in June? 
Eyes, with a lunatic stare, to engage. 

Lips most unlovable — soul out of tune — 
Is it a statue in marble I see ? 

Tongueless, with curses fermenting therein, 
Is it a lightning-touch'd, still, withered tree ? 

Be it a seraph, or a herald of sin ? 

Nay, 'tis the Harriet Blaine, as of old, 

I^ljnus the holy look— fresh as the sky ; 
The brass of her nature outshineth the gold — 

She is dimib, for a prompter of vengeance is nigh. 
Songless and laughterless, sly as a thorn, 

Anger unmusical, spleen without words ; 
Why was a being so magical bom ? 

Awful, as eagle to kinlier birds. , 

Lo ! she speaks ! and love's majesty yields. 

The weeper is lashing me now with her curls. 
Chasing me, chiding me, through the cool fields. 

Why did I tresspass and woo other girls ? 
O, I am smother'd with daisies and grass, 

Leaves of Ambrosia bury me quite ; 
You, Nelly Morgan, have brought this to pass. 

And Harriet's slaying me here in the light. 

How can I conquer that mischievous eye ? 

Beady to pierce, like a bullet, mine heart ; 
Beautiful murderess, stay, or I die, 

Prayers for forgiveness are restless to start. 
No, I am king, and the crown that I wear 

Must glitter supreme ; tho' mad Harriet grieves, 
in wait for revenge till the harvest draws near, 

And snowball my pet with sweet strawberry leaves ! 
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A SONG OF THE SEA-SEOE. 



Fab from the din of the city I stray'd, 

Hunting new pleasures adown the old beach, 
Glimpsing the splendours by Neptune displayed, 

Heeding the homilies wavelets preach. 
Amy, the angel I chain to my breast — 

Image of beauty — my magnet of life — 
Sought by the same pure delights to be blessed, 

Far from the centres of sorrow and strife. 
« « « * * 

Pacing together the nymph-haunted strand, 

Singing weird melodies— mocking the waves— 
Counting the fishing-smacks coming to land — 

Dreaming of wrecks and sad watery graves. 
Beauteous sea-gulls of velvety plume 

Touch the cold breakers, then rise to the clouds; 
Drunken with bliss they wild gestures assume, 

Gathering above the old cliff-wall in crowds. 

Sheeny white shells lie strewn on the shore, 

Tempting the fanciful stranger to stay — 
Amy with basket is gleaning a store. 

Meaning to bear the choice treasures away. 
Heedless of Sinai's statute we sin, 

SteaMng the castles where cockles have reigned ; 
Proud of the ocean-kiss'd trophies we win. 

Shout we a joy-psalm for souvenirs gained. 

Ladies of fashion, forgetting their pride. 

Loosen their garments and dare to be brave, 
Sport in the waters like fish, till the tide 

Creeps to its circuit-line, wave after wave. 
Far from the cliffs where rude witnesses stand, 

Out in the foam where no vulgar eyes stare. 
Sweet Angelinas are fumbling the sand, 

Diving like Mermaids, all fearless and fair. 

Vessels are noiselessly riding the deep. 
Stealing along to their stations of rest, 

Calm as ttie swans when they sail in their sleep — 
Gay with the colours in which they are dress'd. 
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Linger, my spirit, and muse by the sea I 
Drink the romance of the scenes as I stroll ! 

Ocean surveying is heaven to me, 
Working new ecstacies into my soul 

Tempests may tease the cold sea unto rage, 

Sunshine may soothe its fierce flow to repose ; 
Give me the pleasure of scanning its page, 

Then will my nature forget its stem prose. 
Haunted with wonders which breed a surprise, 

Bich in the power of its charming displays. 
Ocean is ever a feast to the eyes. 

Theme of the poets' most passionate lays. 



THE QUEEN OF MISCHIEF! 

(A SoNa FOB Musio.) 

Musical Madeleiie — maid in her teens. 
Seldom a girl so bewitching as i^e ! 

Frail as the autumn-nursed flower on the beans, 
Wild as the faithless light spray of the sea ! 

Captives we stood, as her Lucifer eye. 
Wandered and wam'd us, or held us at bay I 

Thirsting for conquest, she beckon'd us nigh. 
And labell'd the hearts she intended to slay I 

Friend after friend, did coy Madelene teaze ; 
Natures, as cold as the crags, would she melt ; 

She spoke! and her breath, like the Midsummer 
breeze, 
Yielded a fragrance that made itself felt. , 

She climb'd to your knees as climeth the vines 
And feathery apple bloom up to the wall ; 

Stones may unbend where such beauty reclines ! 
But beauty is mistress ! and holds you in thrall ! 

Softy creamy hands with their map of blue veins — 
Hands that could dip in the wee lily bells ! 

These, set to fumble your whiskers and chains, 
Tenderly winning and working their spells ! 

Oherry-lipp'd chatterbox— Madelene Clow ! 
Broke the commandments which guided thee home — 

Secretly, made of each finger, a plough. 
Left your dark hair, a rough fallow to comb ! 
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Two honest hours did our toilette consume— 
Minutes as many, and all is confused ! 

Mischievous girl ! she has seized the perfume, 
Innocent boots are now being abused : 

Madelene, christens them all with the scent, 
Pours a fair dose ojf Cologne in our hat ; 

Breaks a choice vase, tiien tells jou 'twas bent ; 
Secretly binds our new scarf round the cat ! 

Be this your specimen minister man/> 
Angel of mercy ! a saint in small shoes ? 

Sing of her wonderful gifts, if you can ? 
Playing a game, in which older ones lose ! 

O ! you autocrat ! Madelene Clow, 
Trying one's temper ! whilst airing your sins ! 

Bestless and roughish girl — tremble and bow ! 
Come ! kiss the plaintiff — I'm conquer'd — she wins ! 



AN EPILOGUE FOB THEATRICALS. 

And now, kind patrons of our honor'd art, 
As casual friends, we for a time must part ; 
But separations breed no mutual pain 
When hope suggests that we shall meet again. 
If fortune favours, and events allow, 
We may once more be face to face, as now, 
The circle of the seasons oft renew, 
The frienddiip which from small beginnings grew ; 
And many times an absence — not too long- 
Creates a new, and makes the old love strong. 
The winter's sunbeam, transient in its dance, 
Which rarely peeps on earth, and that by chance. 
Is far more precious to the languid eye 
Than Sol's long summer blaze in crystal sky, 
Whose constant burning presence we admire. 
Though wishing clouds would check the dazzling fire : 
The first we deign to prize because 'tis rare^ 
But flame perpetual we cannot bear. 
Just so, dear friends; from town to town we stray, 
To pour soft sunshine on the gloomy day ; 
And as we only for a period shine. 
We trust the choicer gratitude is thine. 
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Te rapt admirers of the Thespian skill, 

Whose favouring presence doth tbib building fill, 

See not our efforts with a carping gaze ; 

Kemember not the weak points in our plays ; 

But rather note our triumphs and success. 

Nor backward be your pleasure to confess. 

To please, perchance instruct, has been our aim. 

Nor do we leave you with unworthy fame ; 

The sunny smiles begotten of our fun, 

The choking laughter which our gestures won. 

The not unhallowed tear which oft did start 

To tell that we had probed some tender heart ; 

And ringing plaudits — deafening to the ear— 

Betray'd your joy, and did ottr labours cheer. 

The specious cant, which raves against the stage. 

Nor understands the spirit of the age ; 

The surface goodliness which vaunts its worth. 

Nursing the sourness of its own false birth ; 

Despising nature in her buoyant phase. 

Refusing art its rightful share of praise ; 

The selfish pride of isolated saints 

Whom music deadens, and whom beauty taints. 

The men who e'en condemn the birds which sing. 

And curse the dew-lav'd flowerets of spring ; 

Who count it as a grievous, special crime. 

To loiter where the fragile blue-bells chime ; 

Or where some joyous cascade chants a psalm 

To cheer the stillness of the sylvan calm : 

'Tis not to those of such a narrow mould 

That we our gay and graver parts unfold. 

But rather to the folk of nobler mind 

Who are not to Dramatic beauties blind. 

If such appreciation be in yoUj 

Our task has good reward : adieu/ adieu! 



VALENTINE SONNETS. 

Fond Ooralie ; 'tis thine alone — this song : — 
Its deeper music charms no strange, cold ear 
With love's imaginings ; its notes ring clear — 

But unto thee ! whose claims are doubly strong. 

What posy impassioned, — ^powers of tongue, 

D 
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Can chromde the frenzy of a soul 

Inclined towards beauty's magical control ? — 
Allied to goodness, wit : — the queen so long, 

Of brilliant maids, who urge the graceful quiU 
To please, instruct, redeem, and bless mankind 

With burning thoughts- -creations of the brain, — 
The mental diet of the crowd ; rare skill 

On which the gods may smile, — ^noble and refin*d. 
So fervent, fanciful, yet sweetly plain. 

Such are thy gifts I beloved Ooralie ! 

And consecrated is thy life's grand task ; 

E'en kings might covet thee, — and proudly ask 
To share thy fam'd esteem eternally : 
Hath Venus thrown her mantle over thee ? 

Or doth thy lovliness but rise a dream 

To mock mine earnestness ? Is that choice gleam 
Of thy fair eyes but masked severity ? , 

What speaks the velvet, frail, kiss-freighted lip ? 
Is there no agony in thy soft sighs ? — 

Ko angel-splendour in thy wave-mock'd hair? 
Methinks, sweet girl, thy startling authorship, 

The lesser charm : the purest brook or skies 
Presumes in vain to mirror one so fair I 



A SONG OF GRATITUDE. 

[Bespectfolly dedicated to those Young Ladies to whom the Author 
is constantly indehted for selections of Summer Flowers, and other 
friendly tokens of esteem.] 

What theme more enchanting than girls in their bloom ? 

To one whom their beauty and love can appeal ; 
No force of life's sorvows or fear of the tomb 

Can crush the affections I constantly feel. 

I linger to make a small fragment of song 
And set to sweet music the thanks that I owe. 

Yet how can I tell with the pen or the tongue 
This chivalrous tribute I fain would bestow. 

'Tis joyous to scan the daisy-strewn slopes 
Y^en Flora is urging her beauties apace, 

At a time when warm youth is flushed with grand hopes. 
And Nature is smiling with picturesque face. 
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'lis sweet to go gleaning the flowers in the lane, 
Or gather shy cowslips adown by the grove ; 

To share the pure laughter of Gerty or Jane 
And whisper the lunatic language of love. 

But sure 'tis a pleasui^ I fail to express 

When garlands are offered by soft fairy hands ; 

And scented bouquets, dew-moistened and fresh, 
Now reach me from lawns and the green fallow lands. 

The cool curly woodbines that thriye in the sh4de, 
The golden laburnum that glows in the sun ; 

The pink and the pansy that bloom but to fade, — 
These, as choice presents, my gratitude won. 

The heavenly tints and rare scents of the rose, 
The tall purple gilliflowers gaudy in hues. 

The lady-like Hly that gracefully grows. 
Give unto the poet new tiiemes for his muse. 

Oh ! take, noble ladies, this tribute of praise I 

Rough is the melody— feeble my psalm. 
Soon I may settle to worthier lays. 

Courting the muses to find a new charm. 



AN OCEAN LYBIO. 
(Foe Musio.) 

With Janet I carelessly stroll'd by the sea, 
Adown where tall cliffs and wild waters commune, 

Her virginial beauty and silver voiced glee— 
And lips that betray'd the soft rose tints of June, 

Threw a spell of unearthly attraction o'er me. 
As we loitered together where beach-shells are strewn. 

The mystical passionate breathings of song. 
The parables, peachments, and vows that we made ; 

Our prophecies, doubts, and confessions of wrong, 
Each on the altar of Neptune were laid, 

'Till the tides of the twilight came creeping along, 
And urged us away into safety and shade. 
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Again in the mom, 'ere the hues in the sky 
Betokened ^e bursting of day into flame. 

We ran to the coast scenes — sweet Janet and I — 
To wander and watch the cold ocean's rough game : — 

We laughingly mocked the lone sea-gull's cry, 
And foolishly wished the strange birdies were tame. 

We thought of the green inland banks of wild thyme. 
And rare sylvan retreats by the old village lane, — 

Of the snug ivy cottage where woodbines climb 
And the mellowing cereals on the warm plain ; 

But golden fruitage and flowers in their prime 
Gould not tempt us away from the watery main. 

When weird stormy sunsets are straining the west, 
And night winds are howling through caves on the 
strand, 

And sailors are searching for havens of rest, 
Our dreams by the ocean are fearful but grand, — 

And oft has my own darling Janet confessed 
The beauty that clings to safe haunts on the land. 



AN ELEGY ON DEPARTED FASHIONS. 
(Written outside a country Churchyard,) 

[The writer of the following serio-comic, satirical stanzas was in no 
irreverent mood, when essaying to burlesque the leading points in Gray's 
time-honoured poem.] 

The night owl screams a psalm of parting day. 
My neighbour's pigs vnnd slowly up the lane, 

Slow donkies meekly plod their drew^ way 
And leave me in deep thought beside the fane. 

Now sinks behind old chestnut trees the sun, 
. Whose bursting beams flash'd splendour in the mom. 
Save where — Oh ! pardon my oijtiowing fun — 
Strange sentiment, 'mid weirdly gloom, is bom. 

Save that, from yonder tall and tough grey tower. 
The weather vane under the stars complain 

Of much ill-treatment from each stormy shower, 
Stem winter's tempest tears, or summer rain. 
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Beneath soft emerald graves, in quiet shade, 
Where daisy-sentinels their watchings keep, 

Fine ladies — whom 'twas thought would never fade 
With spent grandfathers of the hamlet sleep. 

The conquering call of inconvenient death, 

Despite the gaiety of fashion's reign, 
Hath stoFn away the dear one's vital breath ; 

They cannot wear quaint earthly robes again. 

For them no more tight *^ stays " will have a charm, 
No cramped bones will cry for lack of room — 

The coffins — made to fit — can work no harm, 
For painful pride may enter not the tomb. 

Let not the living mock fair girls who sleep. 
Through wilful ignorance of nature's law, 

But rather let them turn aside to weep 
O'er what they once in lov'd companions saw. 

The boast of crinoline — the pomp of fame I 
And all the grandeur that the world could give. 

Are now, but unto some, an empty name 
Whose paltry memories can never live. 

Will tablets ever preach of bygone skirts ? 

Or monimients point back to hoops of wire ? — 
Praise foolish half -balloons ! those rich rob'd flirts 

Who tried with dress, affection to inspire ? 

Full many a gem — of countenance serene. 
The cruel, dark, untimely tombs now bear. 

Full many a lass, who thought herself a queen, 
Hath found fierce fashion but a fatal snare. 

Some rural maiden with a' once warm breast 
Gould not the tyranny of pride withstand ; 

But now 'neath cool, green, flower-grac'd hillocks rest. 
The victim of unwise, if fair command. 

False hair hath killed its thousands in our time. 
And earnest hearted folk must curse the day 

When bi^ chignons first flourished in this clime 
And fnghten'd ponies off the queen's highway. 

Black wool, old rags, and horses tails cut short. 
Dyed hay and asses' manes— have all been tried — 

But ah ! each subtle imitation sought 
fias been by critic glances soon espied. 
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O ! for a maiden robed in neat attire ! 

With sumy face, and curly, flowing hair, 
Pure as the dew — with kindling mental fire, 

Muoh spirit — ajid a little caah to spare I 



THE BELLE OF THE WOODS. 
(Stanza fob Music.) 

Satjoilt beautiful, passionate, proud. 
Lived there a girl in the depths of the dale. 

Only at intervals joining the crowd ; 
Lovers might tempt her but only to fail. 

Lone but majestic, she traversed the glades 
Sweetly despising the world and its ways,. 

Queen of the solitudes — empress of maids, 
Jennie was joyous through long summer days. 

Fairies that haunted the forests and streams 
Stained with the rich coloured sun^treaks of eve, — 

Help'd to interpret her mystical dreams. 
Told her weii;d fables that maidens believe ; — 

Whisper'd a prophecy — spoke of a time. 
When die brave lords of creation would sigh. 

Seek to entrap, in her beauty and prime. 
Her for whose worth some would danngly die. 

Braided with flowVets she stole from the meads, 
Jennie's brown tresses wav'd wild in the breeze. 

Profuse as the woodbine, or mane of the steeds,— 
Beauteous object for zephyrs to teaze. 

Smiles did illumine her classical mouth. 
Kisses seemed ready to melt and depart ; 

Eyes like the violet sky of the south, 
Spoke the rare purity of her young heart. 

Rambling by chance where the hay-makers toiled, 
Down in the fields by the old village fane, 

Jennie's defiant seclusion was spoil'd ; 
Eyes were upon her, again, and again. 

Hector the heir-son of rich Teoman Blake, 
Glimps'd the fair peasant of angel-like form, 

Swore he wotdd have her — or die for her sake. 
Be her fond guardian in sunshine or storm. 
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Jennie was shy 80 a vren in its nest, 
Tried to escape the keen glance of the boy ; 

Hector was not to be banlk'd, but confessed 
How she had fired, and might add to his joy. 

Love with its frenzy, or lust with its shame 
Ne'er had tormented the lone maiden's mind ; 

How could she part with her virginal name, 
Leave her own woods through strange love of mankind ? 

Hector did plead with the orator's skill, 
Earnestly sought in fair Jennie a bride, — ' 

Swore on the emerald slopes of the hill 
Ever to rev'rence the girl by his side. 

* * « *.♦ * * * * 

Bell-music tinkled in Maplethorpe tower. 
Nymphs of the forest grew drunk with new glee ; 

Jennie the pride of the glades was in power, 
Happy as seraphs in heaven was she. 



SAUCY KATE WATERLOWI 

Adown by Bramley's cool fern-haunted hills 

Lives there the heroine of current song, 

Amid the weirdly wreck of broken hearts.' 

The tempest gleam of Kate's fine stormy eye, 

The after-glow of smiles whose light was love, 

And conq'ring Eden-music of her voice — 

Lispired a noble gang of worshippers 

As e'er wrought praise at doubtful goddess shrine. 

Or hung choice offerings on the haUow'd wall 

Of Oupid's hiding place. The proud, soft lips 

Of danng Kate, were eloquent in scorn. 

And only yielded kisses to the brave ! 

Such Hps I attuned to wisdom's chasten'd speech 

Could cure the impotent, the mean, the low ; 

Or breathe an unchurch'd, low-voiced, prayer to heaven. 

Which angel-trumpeters would note with glee. 

Fond girl ! I fain would sing thy majesty I 
The queenly excellence of thy rare soul, — 
The awful lovliness of graceful steps. 
As musical as prompt. Alone in grief. 
Thy fair intrepid shadow paced the glen ; 
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'Twas holy ground ! thy sorrow's April rain 

Fell warmly o*er the bursting buttercups 

And fragrance came of pain. The daisied slopes 

Of Bramley meads grew jealous of thy tears, — 

A beauty weeping through pure charity ! 

Beverse of Niobe : no gentle heart 

Beating the soft-coated breast to stone ! 

But chBly pulse, slow thawed, by gleam of soul, — 

Expression of a wild girl's tenderness : 

An instant Italy among the ice 

Of cold, and f ar-shining Northern zones ! 

Ah ! lovely Kate ! thy charming sauciness 
May hold a band of gushing fools in check. 
But some skill'd manly soul will conquer thee ! 
And hunt successfully thy maiden sighs, 
Laughing the while. There is a vision — ^key — 
"Which guilty fairies stole from Paradise-^ 
That gives an entrance to Love's lurking place. 
Before and after sunrise — to the bold ! 
Then go illustrious girl ! prepare to bless 
The chieftain thou could'st quickly stoop to curse. 
Nor compromise thy beauteous womanhood. 
Away ! to where Spring's earliest odorous snow 
Mantles the blackthorn in the forest shades ! 
There muse awhile, dispassionately — alone ; 
Nor dare to sun thy magic charms again. 
Defiant of affection's overtures ! 



Songs of Sorro^v and Regret. 



KEATS' GRAVE AT ROME! 



At last — but not written in water. 

The beauty of genius — a joy : — 
A name, which cold critics could slaughter, — 

Which ages will fail to destroy ; 
Rome claims — what pure accident brought her — 

The dust of that wonderful boy ! 
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He lives I — in the love of proud nations, 

Shy Philomel whispers his praise, 
Old forest flowers stand, his relations, 

Soft suns to his memory rise ; 
Sweet Italy's birds make orations 

And haunt the fair field where he lies. 

When Englishmen pilgrims shall wander 
Where heaven meets earth with a kiss, — 

Away in Death's paradise yonder — 
In Southern olimes— bahnier than this ; 

O'er Endtmion's laureate they'll ponder 
And sorrow will moderate bliss. 

How noble ! those magical Muses ! 

Gaurd safely Rome's velvety caves,— 
Machpelah, no stranger abuses, 

For God has his seal on the graves, 
And Italy never refuses 

The dust, which a resting-place craves. 

We breathe on thine ashes a blessing ! 

By thy works wondrous Keats are we blessed : 
Thy boyhood so beauteous, confessing : 

Rare posy — so marvellous — confessed : 
But a sundown at noon, how distressing. 

When sublimely it's reaching the west ! 



A CRY FROM INDIA. 
(Suggested by the Bengal Famine.) 

Gk>LD gods of fretted stone t 
By jungle shade— by Ganges' holy stream, 
Arise ! appease, explain, this hell-fringed dream. 

That haunts our foodless zone. 

Fear'd car of Juggernaut ! 
Whose worshipp'd wheels, e'en roll so slowly, proud. 
O'er quick-kissed ground, where bends the frenzied crowd I 

Hast thou no harvest brought? 

Fond fire, unceasing — true I 
Eternal light of India's scented day, — 
Oh I mock us not, with thy rapt flame's display I 

A beauteous, barren view ! 



,y Google 



42 SONGS OF SORROW AND REGRET. 

Stray clouds, new manna rain I 
Sweet mornings, breathe a fruit-creating dew ! 
With men, O angels ! yield an interriew, 

And soothe this ten-edged pain ! 

No birds, or cymbal sound. 
No boatman's psalm adown the winding creek, 
Can call the rose-bloom to the starveling's cheek. 

Whilst men, with thorns, are crown'd ! 

Weak baby-wailings, blend, 
With mother's wilder, far-extending cries ; 
Quaint, dead-march music, rumbles in the skies : 

The famine pains extend ! 

Great Power ! unseen of man I 
Oh ! smile away the plague, and haste to bless : 
Baise frightened pakn-groves in the wilderness. 

Nor purge with harshest fan. 

Blow ! spicy, eastern gales ! 
Call forth the soft rain's holy overflow : 
Oh I consecrate your whispers — and bestow 

Grand speech to friendly sails. 

Glide I ships of Tarshish I glide ; 
O'er oceans, hallowed by our flag and fame : 
Bear forth rich off'rings in Britannia's name, 

Be charity our pride. 

Stay not to test the creed, 
Or urge a rude comparison of skin. 
The merciful themselves new mercies win. 

And golden is the deed. 

Bloom ! sable mulberry ! 
Creep amber shadows ! through the orange plain ; 
Take life, O sacred green 1 blush fruit again,— 

Burst into majesty ! 

Sad chords of Moslem song. 
Steal out in broader love and melody ; 
O India ! our love comes laden unto tiiee I 

The choice gifts of the strong. 
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THE PATHOS bF THE BELLS. 



I OFT have thought the solitude of woods, 
The wierdly lonelmess of the ocean strand 
Or silence more august of mountain shades, 
Gould only tempt my soul to reverie, 
And tear away the hardness of an heart 
That common preachments fail to captivate. 
But ah I there is a spell to which I ^rield, 
A conqueror whose sure but tender sway 
I must perforce confess. My spirit strives, 
Fighting its charming foe with ill success. 
For still the sweet antagonist doth win. 
And wondrous is the swordless victory. 
O! solemn-sounding, searching, champion bells! 
Thou may'st wound, but canst not kill my peace. 
Thy consecrated music I must own, — 
The well-nigh slaying sadness of thy chimes. 
Those joy-bespoiling hints that reach mine ear, 
And the quaint history thou dost recite : — 
But yet I will essay to smile through tears. 
And breed a sacred rainbow for my faith, 
Perchance I then may hear in each old bell 
New truths, — ^a promise or a prophecy. 
Ring on, ye hallow'd, spirit-sof t'ning bells I 
Be beautiful in boldness, and declare 
Some homily of comfort, or rich tale, 
Whose mellow truthfulness will start a tear. 
I sit me on fair Seneth's moss-drap'd grave. 
And drink the melody that feeds my pain, — 
Those rich, unearthly, smitings, chasten'd tones. 
Which antique village bells can only voice. 
But oh I what agonizing thoughts are bom ! 
What splendid sorrows tease my trembling breast. 
As I am taught to think of her I loved, — 
The playmate and the angel of my youth. 
I feel like some stray Aow'ret, — aU alone. 
Careworn and crush'd, in spite of sun or dew. 
Whose lavish kindness fed an earlier life. 
But why give way to melancholy moods, 
And yield myself a prey to belfry song, — 
Be slain by echoes from an ancient spire. 
Whose walls can scarce sustain the metal sound? 
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Shall joyouB daisies reigning on the tombs, 
Whose beauty gives no lengthen'd lease to life, 
Or burning stars above, whose sheen must fail, 
Be happy in their mute magnificence, 
Whilst I, strange fool, but loiter here to weep ? 



IN MEMOBIAM. 

Oaboline Aboheb Guvb, Poetess and Story Teller: 

AceiderUly burnt to death, JvJ/y, 1873. 

Less known, but not less wise, than some we mourn. 
Our love for thee, if noiseless, was not cold ; 
*Twas thine the milder radiance to unfold, 

As winsomely the genius-flame did bum. 

'Twere sad — the agony of thy life's end, — 

The tears and martyrdom, unsought, but sure; — 
Thyself the sacrifice ; — the altar pure ; 

A charm to cruelty such scenes do lend. 

How strange ! in harness to be caught and slain! 
Amid tiie olden nooks of home and friends, 
Where voice of son and sire in warm love blends, 

And sunny welcomes shake the hall again. 

Begone, O merciless, but conquering flame ! 

Thy power is spent ! thy wrath is silent^^ead, 
Whilst yet thy victim lives !— her crowned head. 

Once low with grief, now rises to new fame. 

Adieu, quick eye of fancy! — skill of pen, 

The harp on earth is hushed, as is thy song^~ 
But not the mind that wrought so sweetly strong 

Eternal thought-gems, praised and loved of men. 

Thy tomb, renowned Caroline, must^hare 
The imstormed, ever holy rain of tears 
Of those who felt thy blessing through long years, — 

Who will perchance thy noble gifts declare. 

Arise and spend thy fragrant term, soft flowers. 
On yonder grave where lonely shadows play ; 
Dark yew and cypress, screen the honoured clay — 

A toiler rests — a beauty sleeps her hour. 
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TOM HOOD: POET AND NOVELIST. 

(Late Editor of Fun,) 

BoBN Januaby 19th, 1835 : Died Novzmbeb 20th, 1874. 

He fell in the gloom of the fog-days, 

When foliage falls in the glade, — 
And death, in the beautiful sadness 

So easily victims persuade. 
Whilst the wild tragic sunsets of autumn 

The darkness of rain-clouds invade. 

He fell— and iihe goddess of laughter 
Withdrew her light bow from the skies, — 

His death lent a pause to her music. 
And her wits shared a moisture of eyes ; 

The cap and the bells — low and noiseless ! 
The son of a famous sire, dies ! 

Fame's mantle caught up from the father, 

Was glorified, quick, in the son : 
Men witnessed the new consecration— 

The prizes so charmingly won : 
Wise, fitffluent, joyousness,— preaching. 

Rich, musical sermons of fun. 

The branch— in the spread of its beauties — 

Tried not to overshadow the tree, 
But shared the soft showers of the Aprils, 

And mutually fattened in glee : 
Affection gave life to the tendrils. 

As summer flowers nourish the bee. 

The student ! the lover ! the artist I — 

Fierce, fire-touch'd, fanciful bard ! 
Learned priest of the altar of jesting, — 

Humane, where his blows were most hard ; 
E'en his foes may excuse his fond triumphs. 

And his friends breathe a song of reward. 

The mead-whitening daisies of Wanstead, 
No more wiU enchain that weird boy : 

Nor can the warm cloisters of Oxon 
His finely wrought musings employ ; 

Half-smiling, he's gone to dominions, 
Where nought can his humour destroy. 
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The pencil, the pen, and the pictures, 
The Bphinx-like, maryellous dreams, ~ 

Gave to laughter a grand resurrection 
And healed with the light of its gleams ; 

The sun of a great soul, contagious — 
Wide blessings borne forth by its beams. 

The hand that could trace the wee cowslip, 
Or mock the shy bloom of the vine. 

Is now cold as the clay of the marshes, 
And weepers have foimd a new shrine, — 

Some are asking, what means this fresh tomb-scene? 
Ah ! Tom ! we regret it is thine I 

Thy jingles and jokes, less eternal, 

But oftentimes worthy thy sire : 
Well aimed at the cant of the creed-men. 

Whose righteousness savours of fire — 
Not the goodness that comes of broad gospels, 

Which heaven doth own and inspire. 

With failings, thy fun, and green friendships ! 

Thy mission and memories so true, — 
The grave — ^harden'd tyrant — now claims thee. 

And slowly we sigh an adieu ! — 
The '' Song of the Shirt," was thy father's 

But fame is now thine, and in view ! 



TO EUGENIE! IN EXILE! 



The calm of friendliness — the smile of peace ! 

A home of welcome on a throne of hearts ; 

Here freedom plans, and plays, her kindest parts, — 
The strongest woe is soothed ; old sorrows cease. 

The hills of Albion are strong, but warm, 
And yield a fragrant shelter to the weak : 
Her white south cliffs are friendly, when most bleak, 

And wait to hide, e'en aliens, from the storm. 
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But not an alien thou ! illustrious guest ! 

We count thee with the weepers, all her own ; 

We offer thee — *tis better than a crown — 
Protection, — and a license to be bless'd ! 

The sun that kissed fair vineyards into fruit, 
The merciful, soft winds that cool the flowers, 
The majesty of summer's honey'd hours — 

Continue thine — ^none daring to dispute. 

We are not aflluent in purple skies. 
Can offer thee no mountains like thine own ; 
Our soil is not with endless roses sown ; 

No sweet and shadowy orange groves surprise ! 

Yet in this land of clouds, the love is pure ; 

The glow of hearts, must be our mountain dew ; 

For flowers, we offer friendship, deep 
The fruit is of the life, oud must endure. 

We question not thy faith, or royal dreams, — 
A&. not' for programmes of thy future day ; 
Fair exile! Empress ! Friend! — we bid thee stay ! 

'Till fortune favours thine aspiring schemes I 

Not soon shall we forget thy wondrous reign — 
Or him whose porteait nestles in thine heart — 
When France, at least, play'd brilliantly her part, 

And liberty, if forced, she could sustain. 

Perchance the deep bass of her guns display''d 
Too oft a chorus where the nations bled : — 
But France may pause, to count her blessed dead ! 

Brave men who f eU 'ere her flne fame decayed. 

Begone ! all thought of wars !— all faults of State 
'Tis ours the husbandless to love and cheer : 
Imperial beauty ! seeks to linger here, — 

Ketaining all the grace that made her great ! 

Thrice welcome, Eugenie ! — nurse not thy grief 
Beyond the silver lining of the cloud : 
Britannia of thy presence still is proud ! 

And yields the full enjoyment and relief ! 



,y Google 



48 SONGS OF SOBBOW AKD EEOBBT. 

TO P 

[An inteiesting young lady-Mend, of much intellectual promiK, who 
died recently of consumption, at the early age of eighteen.] 

Adieu fond girl I no more shall I see 
Thy once fair form in its innocent glee ; 
The rose-stained lips and velvety hfmd, 
The conquering smile thou could'st command ; 
Nor shall I again view thy starry eye 
Till these sweet unfolding gates of the sky 
Can hold, or hide thee no more. 

A flower so chaste and bright in its reign 
Will gather new beauty and bloom again ; 
The perfume once so charming on earth 
Must surely pass through the heavenly birth 
To live for aye in the Eden of God, 
Where daisied mounds of cold green sod 
Shrouded not the glorifled form. 

The tear is hot that I rain o'er thy grave, 
And earnest my sorrow for one so brave ; 
The beautiful voice that spoke thy love 
Now swells the angel-echoes above, 
But oft when memory breeds me pain, 
Methinks I catch thy rich laugh again 
And glimpse thee as before. 

Ah ! why should I fret by the cypress shade ? 
Or linger to muse where thy bones are laid ? 
Eternal being no bonds can know 
In cloudland space, or 'mid scenes below : 
The spirit arrayed in its own pure white 
May dwell in the place where now I write. 
Unseen, but lovingly near. 

Thus may I hope, 'mid the heavy despair 
That churches and creeds but help' to rear ;v 
The chiselled clay that wastes by the fane 
May never rise to gesture again. 
But something soft as the Christmas snow 
Escaped the buried body below, 
'Twas everlasting soul ! 
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Then why should I breathe the common adieu ? 
Or deem the loved one, lost to my view — 
Perchance the first sad note of my song 
Bevealed a despair that was false, if strong, 
And no rude barrier gates may screen 
The darling girl that .ever hath been 
To me an ideal joy. 

Begone sad thoughts ! and thou, O grave ! 
Boast not thy power ; or young forms crave ; 
Why should we nurse a fear of thee, 
Or yield to old Death the victory? 
The mind must grow through ages of time, 
And safely dwell in the regions sublime — 
'Tis all summer and song. 

I hear the music that rings through the spheres 
Unchecked through the everlasting years ; 
The tones of the voice that once I knew, 
And features that more familiar grew, 
Now speak to cheer a sorrow-weighed heart 
And teU of the time when friends won't peurt 
In the house not built with hands. 



ADIEU ! OLD FBIENDS, ADIEU ! 

I FEEL the old chain, for a season, break. 

By which I long was bound, 
To those I honour — love : and for whose sake 

My thoughts will haunt this ground — 
When distant, untried winds, shall lash my brow, 
Becalling scenes like this — I witness now. 

Far stretching hills may screen me from your view, 

Through unborn months and years : 
But friendliness, so earnest, and so true, 

Must e'en outlive my tears : 
For deep affections ripen in the shade. 
Nor can fond memories, so eternal, fade. 

Could posy but paint the pain I feel — 

The aclung of my breast, — 
Or could impromptu silence now reveal 

The agomes confessed :-*— 
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Then might I tell my gentdne distress, 
Which, trembling now, I cannot well express. 

The sweet communion — ^which for years — I knew, 

With many a dear old friend : — 
The warm attachments — that so slowly grew. 

Are now— awhile — to end I 
Soon must I lose the old familiar gaze — 
The choice companionship of earUer days. 

The music of each melancholy thought 

Will follow me afar ; 
And scenes, wherein, I may hare blunders wrought,- 

In bloodless, foolish war ; — 
Will, ghost-like, tease me in the lone, dark hour, 
UntU all better deeds the foe overpower. 

But stay ! — perchance my youthful pen, or tongue, 

Some little good may clcum ; 
And scattered fragments of my wandering song 

May scantify my name : 
Deep be the grave wherein my faults lie dead, 
And pure the light by which my life is read. 



TRIBUTE TO MABK LEMON. 
Chief Editob of "Punch" fob nsably 30 Teabs. 



Fabewblii, old friend ! the nation hath a tear 
For those who die in harness on our shore. 
Whose deeds and fame will live for evermore, 

Shining, as time rolls on, more grandly clear. 

We deign to weep when wondrous warriors fall. 
Who win renown by extra power to kill ; 
We prize the gushing patriot's martial skill, 

And shout the honour of the soldier's call ; 

Bold senators who make — or spoil — our laws. 
The men of restless brain and glowing speech, 
Who find it harder to perform than t^h. 

Entice and gain our reverent applause. 
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Let beings bom for battle have their due, 
Though reputations float on seas of blood ; 
The ground is sanctified where heroes stood, 

At Gressy, Marathon, or Waterloo. 

Let statesmen — worthy of a ringing fame — 

Beceive the rightful laurels of success ; 

For they who can achieve results which bless 
Deserve the triumphs of a conquering name. 

But now of thee, rare jester, let me sing ! 
Thou hadst thme own great mission to fulfil, 
And cultured jokes, which, dancing, left thy quill. 

Betrayed the source whence graver passions spring. 

'Twas thine to fan the joyousness of life, 
And banish from the heart corroding care, 
For why shotdd man excessive sadness bear. 

And toil to multiply the pain of strife. 

Old Nature has a buoyant mood which tells 
That merriment of being may be pure. 
That 'tis no breach of goodness to endure 

The laughing melody of marriage bells. 

Creation seems to groan when wintiy skies 
Forbid the nuptials of the earth and sun. 
When birdie music and the brooklet's fun 

No more reflect the bliss of Paradise. 

Then why should we repair to cypress shades. 
And fret away life's Uttle term in tears ? 
'Tis folly to be mourning through the years. 

Nor court the sportive goddess of the glades. 

To thee, choice Lemon — child of blooming mirth I 
Thou punster, poet, spokesman of the crowd, 
Who wast with gayest sentiments endowed, 

I yield this feeble tribute to thy worth. 

The wisdom of thy foolishness was shown. 
The two-edged power of thy satiric pen, 
Through classic Punch ; few are the leading men 

Who thy victorious wit have never known. 

Thy noble chastisements— not seldom keen — 
Were launched to work salvation in the State : 
Deep-rooted cant, and shams supremely great, 

Felt thy rebuke, as did the things unclean. 
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The haughty churchman quailed at thine apt blows, 
And trembled at stem lessons sweetly taught ; 
The pages of thy journal oft were fraught 

With words that spoilt proud priests' unfair repose. 

The narrow clique of one idea, who chant 
The selfish hopes on which they ever feed, 
Knew thy sharp sting ; thy broader Christian creed 

Thou would'st in " Salem chapel " e'en implant. 

Thy satire oft-times rang in sparkling song, 
The playful inspiration of thy paind, 
And when with Leach's quaint cartoons combined. 

His pencilled visions made thy verse more strong. 

Now thou hast followed Thackeray, thy friend ; 
No more as Punch or " Falstaff " canst thou be. 
And thousands who have smiled now weep at thee. 

And view with awe thy ripened, peaceful end. 



THE WAIL OF THE STABVING BAIRNS. 
A Ballad of the latb Coal Famine. 



O GtOd! we plead for the Spring's warm green, 
And the softened fire of the sun's bright sheen ; 
Father of light, we look imto Thee, 
O answer our eloquent agony : 
Our blood flows cold as the mountain streams. 
And visions of Summer mock our dreams — 
But fireless, sunless, we wake. 

We long to hear the musical bees, 
And the cuckoo's note in the upland trees ; 
O let us glean crowned daisies again. 
And butterpup gems that clothe the plain : 
Sweet blue-bells I caU us to worship once more! 
Climb, woodbine, climb round the cottage door I 
Exhale thy lov'd perfume! 

Haste, scented winds from the southern zones, 
Breathe warmly o'er the wet, cold stones ! 
O declare your naked azure, fair skies, 
And cheer sad hearts with a sacred surprise ! 
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Bise, motley rambows! and stain the West, 
Then gleaming Sol will confuse the rest 
Of cruel, lingering snow. 

Begone! ye torturing, wintry storms. 
Nor haunt for aye our half -clothed forms! 
The trembling prayers of slow, frozen speech, 
Would fain the high throne of mercy reach ; 
Our hottest tears to quick ice muist turn, 
And sorrow's f eyer will fail to bum ; 
If thus despised, we starve. 

Thy smile, O God, may illumine the heart. 
And Thy love make cheerless gloom depart; 
But empty stoves combine with the gale 
To kill the helpless bairns— so fwdl;— 
The food all cold, no fuel at hand,—- 
We urge a united cry through the land, 
O hear the children's wail! 

Lo! families weep in the wayside cot. 
And faint as they face their solemn lot ; 
The youngest — Bichard — in forced despair, 
Se^s warmth in Carry's beauteous hair : — 
Gold fingers are thrust among dense curls, 
And Garry could not refuse for worlds 
A charity so pure. 

Fond mothers now kiss the half -blue cheek, 
Of faces too small their pain to speak; 
The cradled rose, — wee queen of the flowers, 
Watch'd o'er by minst'ring angel powers, — 
Sighs softly for the well- warmed hearth. 
And the cosy floor of the nursery path 
Of the bygone days. 

Hail! sunny hours of the greening earth! 
Burst forth pet blossoms into bir&I 
Betum sweet swallows from over the sea, 
Sing! soaring lark: haunt the flowers, O bee: 
The time of &e cowslips draweth nigh, 
IntradiD^ clouds will soon leave the sky. 
That millions may rejoice ! 
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BULWBR LYTTON. 

NoYBLiflT— Poet— Statesman : Bobn 1806; Died 1873. 



Fbet not, charmed nations! Bulwer cannot die; 

He goeth but to find the soul's vast day, 

Where immortality, in pure display, 
Expands its richer spirit — ^majesty ! 

The angels, prophets — saviours of the past — 
The noble, well redeemed of every clime — 
The gods uncrucified; — ^heroes of all time — 

Hail the great scribe where glory's rays are cast! 

Whilst love-link*d friends grieve o'er the sunset cloud. 
Whilst fairy hands string garlands on his bier, 
A new song shakes the ^y : each spirit sphere, 

With opened sapphire gates, laughs o'e^r his shroud. 

The loss to earth is heaven's eternal gain; 
But earth hath recompense of sweet reward, — 
Bich legacies of thought, uniquely stored 

In poem, fable — ^fancies of his brain. 

Thou dreamer ! songster ! speechman ! — eloquent of birth ; 
Creating worlds and singing their new claims : 
Beverting to the past for winsome names. 

And bidding old king's ghosts come back to earth. 

Weird chronicler of feudal lists and wars. 
That shap'd the wild romance of other days— 
The gallant tournament and sword displays 

Of rare, chivalrous chief s— all affluent in scars. 

'Twas thine, the sympathy with olden creeds. 
Medieval shadowings of life's strange dream ; 
The phantom-land companionship, the gleam 

Of moonlit carnage — ^tramp of marual steeds. 

Through summer noons — by Knebworth's spire-capp'd 



When birds and bees shed music in the lanes; — 
When soft May clothed the blackthorn of the plains, 
Immortal Bulwer labour'd to enthraU. 



,y Google 



SONQS OF SOBBOW AND BBGfiBT. &S 

How sweet the slaTeryl men kiss the chain, 

And yield obedience to bonds so dear ; 

Kor would we mock interpretings so clear 
Of quaint existences his works explain. 

What boast of Tudor blood!— less ag*d the skill 
By which was wrought chaste marvels of romance, — 
Brittanio heroes — heroines of France : — 

Bare deeds by actors, curtained now, and stiU. 

What tracing of love's passioxmte deceit! 
The selfish lust, unchurched, disowned, but choice, — 
The wild ways of the heart — wherein rejoice 

Toung dreamers in their search for bliss complete. 

Not native shores alone could feed the eye 
Of one so noble, gifted, restless, leam'd; 
For European classic fields he bum'd, — 

The endless fruit groves of bless'd Italy. 

Adieu, old scribe I the rhetoric of tears 

Is insufficient for a theme so great ; 

Be now of Dickens— Thackeray, the mate. 
In grander being,— through eternal years! 

Be this thine epitaph— on hearts, not stone, — 
Fam'd Bulwer— man of earnest, fire-touch'd lip ! 
How magical thy tricks of penmanship ! 

drowned by the Muses — eloquent — ^alonel 



WILLIAM CHAELES MACBEADY: 

Tbaoedian — Gentleman— SoHOLAB. Bobn, Mat 3bd, 
1793; Died, Apbh. 27ch, 1873. 



Gbeat, cultur'd honoured mimic— man of art ! 
Thy prinoely presence will no more arise 
To charm the earthly crowds, or e'en surprise 

The wondering elect, by some grand part. 

The ghastlier prompter. Death, wails forth the sign. 
And he of ftmie— -which grandsires heard with awe,- 
Betires behind the scene, obeying law 

Which good men need not fear — cannot define. 
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A curtain, greener, colder fur, than baize — 
The grayeyard grass, dew-moisten'd and flower-strewn. 
Or stray herbs growing where stone tombs are hewn, — 

Must hide inactive splendour of past days. 

Brave Charley— noble, clever, graceful, wise, — 
Bland mocker of the old, departed kings. 
Artist by birth — to which rare genius dings, — 

'Tis thine to pace a stage beyond the skies. 

Blest were thy boyhood days— unique thy dreams 
By Bugby's classic soil, 'neath Arnold's throne ; 
What choice companionship ! — and oft alone. 

Thy soul's fine madness burst in tragic screams. 

What passion, poesy, and wealth of tears ! — 
What lightning glance of eye, quaint tones of voice ! 
Maids sigh'd, men wept'd ;— but quickly to rejoice, 

At hopes inspired so swiftly after fears. 

Act on ! Macready act, — thyself the theme I 
Where olden stagers play by heav'ns high scene ; 
Where Garrick, Kemble, long full dress'd have been 

The failures of past essays to redeem. 



HOEAGE GBEELET. 

j)f the Nbw Tokk Tribune, and.pteyioi 

Candidate presumirtive for the American Presidency.] 



[Late Editor of the Nkw Tokk Tribune, and, pteyions to his deafhi 

" • - " ' ' iPresid 



H E sleeps!— the Yankee cradled in distress; 
O 'er his wrecked heart in sterling friendliness, 
B epentant Stars and Stripes bend o'er his tomb, 
A nd millions— once his foes-— confess the gloom 
aused by the hastened exit — honour'd end, — 
E xalted, tragic, worthy to defend ! 

G reat were his deeds ! and larger still his hope I 
B enowned for breadth of creed, — no misanthrope ; 
E zcused for honest aims; his faults will die 
'E re men forget his skill and majesty. 
L oud swore his fierce detractors : still his worth 
E xcites deep praise in far-off haunts of earth;— 
y ea, those who crushed his life, rever'd his birth! 
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BLOODSHED ON THE RHINE. 

[Thoughts suggested by the late Franco-Prussian campaign.] 



And can it be, fair stream, that thy sweet wave 
Again shall bear the stain of human gore, 
That flows when fall the stalwart and the brave 
Whose startling loss we mention to deplore ? 
Shall sunny banks, as in sad days before, 
Be witness to fierce forms of hellish skiU 
That oft is seen through sword, or cannon's roar. 
Where savage Christian's meet to curse and kill, 
Forget the olive leaf, and wild resolves fulfil ? 

Shall Mars— the crimson star of carnage — rest 
Above the vine-draped Bhineland — scenes of earth 
Which, like the beauty of some virgin's breast. 
Proclaims by gentleness superior birth ? 
Shall dying groans drown Nature's serious mirth, 
And spoil the melodies that softly rise 
Where fruit and flow'rets — ^wonderful in worth — 
Unfold their bloom 'neath smiling southern skies. 
And yield the stranger's gleaming eye a grand surprise. 

Speak not of Garda's glorious haunted stream. 
Where beauteous fairies bathe at sunless hours. 
And where stray poets oft resort to dream — 
Watching the crystal lake from rocky bow'rs 
With fancy's wierdly gaze. Such charming pow'rs 
Of scenic lovliness can ne'er compare 

^ With thee, O wondrous Rhine ! Majestic flow'rs, 
Rich grapes, dark woods, and cornfields sweetly fair, 

Reveal Qie lone magnificence thy borders bear. 

I spend not song to tell the rival claims 
Of lovely France, or German Fatherland, 
For each to neutral watchmen are dear names 
Suggestive of choice climes supremely grand. 
But rather let me grieve o'er scenes that stand 
Where angry troopers soil a Paradise ; 
Where noble river views should peace command ; 
Provoke to reverence the brave and wise [rise. 

Who tread the hallow'd slopes where unmatch'd beauties 
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Depart, fierce warriors, to smne drearier scene ! 
Go, play revenge on some unnoticed plain, 
Where tourists' classic feet have never been. 
And where no wand'ring eye may glance again. 
Not on the Bhine's green banks should cruel men 
Attest their bloody tact with gun and sword. 
Amid soft creeping vines and mellow grain — 
Where olive scents and orange bloom are stored. 
And where cool pines to all a sylvan shade afford. 

Te evil spirits of Jiarsh war— retire ! 
Or spare the charming spots of which I sing ; 
Let frontier vineyards miss the foeman's fire. 
Nor 'mid the mountain shores let battles ring. 
Bound thee, O stately Bhine, fond mem'ries cling ! 
Surpassing Danube's rare legends and fame ; 
Unnumber'd streams their tidal treasures bring 
To swell thy princely flow, that well may claim 
The well won honors of an ever fragrant name. 



CBOSS OB CBESOENT? 



OoNvsT ye winds ! to every humane coast, 

This tale of martyr's blood— of Islam rage! 
Proclaim, electric spark, at every post ! 

The direst, blackest '' Message " of the age : 
Speak quick, hot wires I and roughly written page ! 

Not Albion alone, but other dimes, 
Would Servia's remnant misery assuage : 

O God, is this a hell revived ? of times 
When devils held the earth in awe, with lust and crimes ! 

Have this red League of friends a deity? 

Do angels aid a faith so harsh and sour? 
Is Koran law the rule that is to be ? 

Or only shrieking out its dying hour? 
Can Orescent cruelty the Gross devour? 

And make a lap for lust of Orient vales? 
Will not a whiter day its precepts pour 

In savage ears and on Uie serpent trails ? 
To teach the Turk that light, and life, and love prevails I 
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To thee Bolgaria ! sad land in tears I 

The nations now are looking pitiously : 
A creed insulted through long, cloudy years 

Must soon awake ! to find its tendrils free I 
The voice of strength comes singing o'er the sea, 

The mountains move ! to bear thy friends along I 
The tyrant's glimpse a foe in ev'ry tree. 

And madly fight their shadows in the wrong, 
Affrighted at the holy Justice, which is strong ! 



Can we forget the Batak slaughterings ? 

The wail of babes ! held pinioned in the air ; 
The unreported, horrid, sick'ning things 

Surpassing tiger-mischief in the lair : 
The pleading marble breasts of mothers there ; 

The groan of aged, hotly murdered sires ; 
The tortured thousands, rapine would not spare : 

The reign of lust ; the gore fed martyr fires I 
Which only now, through dread of Western power, expires I 



Weep ! Servia weep ! thy slain, uncounted lies I 

Thy valleys one huge grave where rot the dead : 
Fond flowers will grow an epitaph — 'neath the skies 

That banish suns, to fret long, overhead ; 
The spot is sacred whefe the Ohristiang bled, — 

Soft native vines will climb the rocks and sigh ; 
The alphabet of bones — so quickly red 

And shaped by DaUp UTetos-men to a cry 
That brought relief, and made the Islam monsters fly I 



A curse upon the Ottomans, for aye ; 

The Harem haunted peoples must move on 
Beyond the clearness of advancing day : 

Accept the isolation they have won, 
Or grasp again a dignity — half gone ; 

l3ie Crescent must be fair, or swiftly wane 
In lands where purer, sweeter light has shone : 

The footfalls of religion more humane 
Must soon embrace and cheer the trembling East again ! 
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SAMUEL (BISHOP) WILBERFOBOE; 
BoBN 1805 ; Died (aooxdentallt) 1873. 



The church hath lost and history gained— a star, 
Whose greatness through the death-cloud now is seen ; 
The sudden gloom is strong, but cannot screen 

The everlasting radiance, glimpsed so far. 

Sad bell-notes trembling on the summer air, 
Htish^d voices in the porch, the street, the crowd, — 
Speak Samuel dead : the low, the wise, the proud, 

Unite their grief —and no emotion spare. 

Translated hurriedly from earth to heaven. 
How swift the change from crozier to crown I — 
The priest so eloquent — man of wide renown 

Hath left a name behind, to few men given. 

Great wit, bland orator — pure priest of fame I 
Of arts the master — gentleman by birth ; 
E'en foes admired thy skill, extolled thy worth, — 

And rival schools contend thy voice to daim. 

Where shall thy mantle fall ? who fill thy place ? 

Who grasp the Churchmani^p that made thee great ? 

Will some Elijah seize thy stalf, and wait 
Through holy seasons, holier deeds to trace ? 

Of sunny homes the pet, the guide, the friend ! 
The cottar's advocate ; the rich man's guest, — 
By many cursed : by thoughtful millions bless'd. 

We loved thee living, — deeply grieve thine end. 

Men knew the humane loins from whence thou sprang 
Fair scion of the wise, the pure, the good. 
Well worthy thou of such a f atherho^. 

Around whose deeds respect will ever hang. 

Not this small Isle alone, but States remote 
Will share the sorrow bom of such a scene ; 
Grave temple worshippers, skill'd statesmen, queen, 

Becall whate er this prelate spoke, or wrote. 
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Calm be thy new found life, high Anglican ! 

Bepute as fragrant as the old divines 

We yield to thee : thy well spent, bright day, shines 
With far extending lustre — Noble, holy man I 

Of Wilberforoe I — the faults will soonest die. 
The grand deeds live eternally to bless. 
The world makes haste his merits to confess ; 

By Heber — Keble, — honour'd — let him lie ! 



MUEOHISON! 

As falls autumnal foliage from the trees ! 
Thus veterans pass eaiHbhward one by one— 
Lo ! Burgoyne, Babbage, Murchison have gone ! 
Obedient unto death's long shunn'd decrees. 

Not least wast thou. Sir Boderick, in thy sphere. 
The grand unfoldings of deep thought were thine; 
To no mean, paltiy theme, didst thou indine. 
But solving questions which less wise men fear. 

Let Scotland rain new tears at thy decease ! 
Her Highland soil ne'er saw a nobler birth ; 
Nor can she praise too strong thy lonely worth. 
The well eam'd fame which deatii will but increase. 

And shall not England we^ a warm adieu ? 
To Scotia's sons, allied by patriot blood ! 
We claim in common, all the great and good, 
Whichever side the border lines they grew 

How strange thy boyhood by the Boss-shire streams ! 
The child, a prophecy of great things to be — 
Those gifts that after years revealed in thee, 
The matur'd splendour of thine earlier dreams. 

Down in the silent, low, moist fem-drap'd cave. 
Or on the lofty hills that kiss the sky. 
Didst thou traln'd skill of apt research apply. 
Then to the world fine revelations gave. 

The wealth of Austral climes was by thee told, 
Bich thousands e'er must bless thy wise command ; 
Believing thee, they sought the strange wild land. 
Where lay the wond'rous veins of hidden gold. 
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And what of beauteous Africa? Sweet scene ! 
Where thy great mind sought rivers to their source, 
Painting their picturesque and winding course, 
'Mid savage haunts more sunny than serene. 

Farewell, brave Murchison ! my feeble song 
Cannot thj virtues and thy skiU explain ; 
For one so grand as thee doth rarely reign, 
And leave behind a memory so strong. 



ENGLAND'S LOYALTY. 

[Thoughts suggested by the unprecedented sympathy drawn forth by 
the alarming sufferings oi Albert JSdward, sixteenth Prince of Wales.) 

A nation, weeping, watch'd thee in thy grief — 
The haunting torture that assaU'd thy frame. 
And distant alien States revered thy name ; 

Now swells our psalm of praise at thy relief. 

Illustrious invalid ! thy fight with Death 
Was worthy of a life renown'd as thine ; 
E'en yet a mighty King thou may'st shine 

And justify Gk>d's further loan of breath. 

Lov'd child of her who reigns in ev'ry heart, 
Britannia's own belov'd and righteous Queen — 
A glorious drama in thine age is seen. 

And kindling prophecy points out thy part. 

Arise from thy sad couch ! Aflfirm new life ! 

A million prayers rushed heavenward for thee ; 

'Twould melt fond hearts thine early death to see, 
And crush fair Denmark's darling gem — thy wife. 

True Saxons yearn to see thy face again ; [slopei3. 
Gome forth ! and pace thine own East Anglian 
Nought less will satisfy our frenzied hopes, 
• Ajid dnve from guardian souls the trace of pain. 

Proud scion of great Brunswick's worthy line I 
Of Kent the promis'd, rip'ning, untried star ; 
A distant sceptre gleams ; and isles afar 

With us may to thy future sway incline. 
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Behold thy people's lore ! In thy distress 
The Mercy-seat was stormed by pious tongues ; 
And gorgeous music from warm echoing songs 

Found rapt'rous strength as thy disease grew less. 

Eapt patriot pleaders urged that thou might'st live — 
From Christian fanes and heathen temples rose 
The same sad speech : what tragic spirit l^iroes 

Thy kindred felt— what heartfelt prayers they give ! 

The faithful Farsee by lone Gkmges stream, 
Betrayed by sorrowing shout, and fire, 
The current of their one, heartfelt desire. 

That Hope on England's Boyal Son might gleam ! 

O t Edward I regal flow'ret of the land ! 
Kind sunbeams soon will raise thy drooping head, 
And sickness leaye thy angel-guarded bed : 

Once more in painless manhood shalt thou stand. 

Brought forth of Teuton and rare Saxon blood, 
Lov'd Prince of kindreds who are brave and free ; 
Exalted by thy rank we look to thee 

For copies of the conduct that is good. 

Our cry is less for Oromwells than a King, 
On whom affection need not cling in vain ; 
We welcome Edward back to health again ! 

And of his model Princeship fain would sing. 

Pale as a snow-drop in the Spring's young day. 
Which struggles through the cold March gales for 
Like that triumphant alabaster flower, [power ; 

Thou shalt thy matur'd Majesty display. 

And in the summer of thy manhood's bloom 
May beauty in thy royal deeds be found ; 
Then loving British crowds will watch thee crown'd 

And praise thine early battle with the tomb. 



CHARLES DICKENS. 

A princely penman sleeps ! his labors cease — 
The mighty Dickens drops his well-worn quill ; 

A brain once rack'd, enjoys an untold peace — 
The voice hath lost its charm— the hand its skill : 
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The graceful form, the sympathies, the will, 
Can ne'er again be active on life's stage, 

Or strive, uncommon duties to fulfil : 
A parable, unfinished on the page, [engage. 

Doth show in what great minds at sunset hours 

The cruel, gloomy, greedy, grasping grave, 

Whose horrid appetite cannot be stay'd, 
Continues to absorb the wise and brave. 

For debts we owe to nature must be paid ; 
And labours that we love, if long delay'd, 

Will linger unperformed ; no deeds of worth. 
No sacrifice or triumph can be made ; 

No golden thoughts e'er struggle into birth 
When gifted men abuse their brief sojourn on earth. 

I oft in classic Westminster have digh'd, 

When preaching tablets told me of the past. 
Of men who in a blaze of glory died, 

Who o'er the scenes of life rich odour cast. 
And won repute that evermore will last. 

But, as I mused within the cool dark fane. 
And wondered that man's moments flew so fast, 

Some secret spirit sooth'd my mental pain, 
And whispered that the nobly great would live again. 

The land of matchless dreamers- -artists — scribes — 

Whose bead-roll is so rich in signs of fame— 
The envy of all co-existing tribes — 

Can now with warmest, proudest feelings claim 
The fictionist of pure immortal name. 

O'er whose sad death admiring nations weep, 
Respecting one of true and loftiest aim, 

Whose lofty sentiments will ever keep 
Their winsome bloom, when this and oflier ages sleep. 

The man of humour, pathos, satire, wit, 

Quaint "Boz," the limner of a restless race. 
Which of ttimes felt how keenly he could hit. 

And ev'ry curious social movement trace, 
* Hath play'd his part, and left his honour'd place : 

The undecaying fruitage of his mind. 
The soft or flaming fancies— taught with grace 

And power, of rare invention, unoonfined — , 
Will speak through unborn centuries to please mankind 1 
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Great master of unique Bomance, adieu ! 

A grateful world 'will keep thy mem'ry green ; 
And, though the forn^ we loved is lost to view, 

Thou in thine apt creations shalt be seen, 
As thy famed presence hath aforetime been, 

In Dombey— Dorrit — ^Pickwick— or the rest ; 
In characters eccentric or . serene, 

Thy charming fancy now shall be confessed, 
And efforts of choice art remain for ages bless'd. 



THE BUBNING OP CHICAGO. 



How grand on that autumnal Sabbath day 
Stood yon huge, queenly city of the west, 
Kot dreaming that her sense would pass away 
Ere night-fall gave her boasting thousands rest. 
O ! fair Chicago I town most richly blest I 
Hast thou succumb'd to fierce triumphant fire ? 
Must now thy humbled splendour be confessed ? 
Like Moscow—Paris— will thy pride retire, 
And only rise again as rival towns expire ? 

What active hope saw life at early mom, 
From inland homes to Michigan's fine shore ; 
What thoughts of wonted happiness were bom 
In crowded church, or 'mid die traffic's roar : 
Calm Sunday scenes look'd blissful as before; 
Gtay throngs did promenade each street and lane 
Thoughtless and free ; by boulevard and store 
The joyful thousands met and passed again, 
Unconscious of the near and horrid march of pain. 

The bells of city temples sweetly rang ; 
Soft music rode along the restless breeze, 
Inviting worshippers— who pray'd and sang. 
The great eternal God of heaven to please. 
How glorious 'neath amber-tinted trees 
Stood those fair fanes I where holy anthems rise, 
Telling of peace and scriptural decrees ; 
But soon the awful light of fire's surprise 
Mirror'd a blazing town in dark, wild evening skies ! 
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Behold the mighty, wind-borne, furious flame ! 
'lis rushing, cracking, galloping along — 
The town <rf merchant princes, rich in fame ! 
Must fall away before a foe so strong — 
Be the sad theme of history and song: 
The brilliant enemy cannot be stay'd. 
Wild storms inspire destruction's mad career, 
The fire^end's power must be displayed ; 
Harsh fate against humanity now seems aixay'd ! 

What screaming, weeping— wailings of distress ! 
Confusion multiplied by noisy grief : 
Brave spirits sudden feebleness confess ; 
The scehe grows far too dreadful for belief. 
Mocking the multitude that seek relief, 
The winds of heaven applaud and urge the fire. 
Whose angr^ himger, in a time so brief, 
Ck>nsumes choice home of luckless son or sire. 
Who now, perforce, from melting palaces retire ! 

Hark ! how fbnd fathers shout their agony ! 
And mothers o'er their darling infants weep ; 
Oh I is it some grand hell on earth they see ? 
As sparks, contagious, on fresh buildings leap ! 
Surroundmg helpless childhood in its sleep. 
Or is it but fierce scarlet sunset stains 
That linger frightfully in hues so deep ? 
Alas ! the f ear^ fire-bell soon explains 
The weird red light that hangs o'er avenue and lanes ! 

Excited firemen spur their dashing steeds, 
Qreat crazy crowds seem blinded with despair. 
But still Chicago bums ; each heart now bleeds 
To think of her, that once so proud and fair. 
Wastes now her glory in hot i^es there I 
Like f ar-f am'd cities in an earlier age. 
Whose envied splendour monarchs raised with care ; 
But, as spoilt Borne now lives on history's peige, 
Chicago's quick hot death must future pens engage. 

All hungiy, houseless, shivering in the cold, 
The once gay belles and pauper sisters stand, 
Grim city thieves, and titled men of gold 
Speak the same prayer, and raise a pleading hand : 
No hanghty rank now reigns ; in one warm band 
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The frightened thousands toil to kill the foe, 
But ah ! 'tis vain ! rich squares which genius planned, 
And sylvan parks where shady chestnuts grow, 
Yield beauty to swift flames and help the overthrow. 

Behold the ruins of yon Western town ! 
Sad scene where melancholy mem nes cling ; 
Think not that she has forfeited renown, 
And will for ever lay a helpless thing ! 
Ko ! phoenix-like, from ashes shall ^e spring 
A second Babylon ! to grace the stream 
Of noble Michigan — whose fame will bring 
The beauty back again of her young dream I [gleam. 
And hope's sweet sun-rays on her new-born movements 



ONLY A OOBBLEB. 

Up in a garret most dismally cold, 

Toiled there a cobbler unknown to the crowd ; 
Silvery hair-locks proclaimed he was old, 

Gleaoliness proved him quite piously proud. 
Dim was the attic where Barnabas dwelt. 

Poor were the wages which bought him a crust ; 
Thankful for such a position he knelt, 

Praising his 6k>d with both knees in the dust. 

Gaudy young rainbows whioh belted the skies, 

Sunflame of splendour which strolled in the day, 
Entered not in as a feast to his eyes, 

Game not to chase his lone sorrows away ; 
Zephyrs, perfumed with the scents of the South, 

Kissed not his patriarch countenance sweet ; 
Fruits of the summer-tide touched not his mouth, 

Save what he bought for some pence in the street. 

Larks in the air, or soft flowers in the lanes, [psalm. 

Streamlets which babbled their sweet childlike 
Helped not to take the keen edge from his pains, 

Whispered no tokens of hope to his arm. 
Far from the meads where blue-bells were ringing, 

Far from those spots where the daisy-kings reign : 
Music was scarce, save his own Inroken singinjg : 

Nature could breed no grand thoughts in his brain. 
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Deep in the city's stem heart of cold stone, 

Dwelt this true son of St. Crispin the Good: 
Gaged in a chamber where sun never shone, 

Working to keep the warm life in his bl(K)d; 
Serving mankind with his hammer and awl ; 

Princes no better their duties fulfil ; 
Gobbling to him was a dignified call, 

Taidng the judgment in labours oif skill. 

Barnabas sickened and gave up the ghost ; 

Parish authorities bought him a E^roud, 
Dug a big hole (as men dig for a post) ; 

Buried him quickly 'mid sneers from the proud. 
*' Only a cobbler," said old parson Bell; 

"Only a cobbler," the sexton replied ; 
Eyes were unthawable, tear-drops ne'er fell, 

Flint-hearted neighbours seemed glad when he died. 

Parson and tomb-soooper left the rude grave ; 

" Only a pauper" was laid in the ear& ; 
Memory lingers not over the cave. 

History speaks not the date of his birth. 
Archangels opened the gates of the sky. 

Welcomed his spirit with sonnets of praise, 
Shouted, "Thou precious immortal, arise ! 

Gome to the climate of happier days." 
Barnabas Anderson, fameless, but just, 

Fled in a ro^-wheeled chariot of life ; 
Now he is resting where treasures can't rust. 

Far from this cold cruel region of strife. 



THE BLIND GIBL'S LAMENT. 
(A Bai^lad fob Music.) 

Why was I sent to haunt this fair world 
With eyes that will yield me no joy ? 

Unceasing darkness troubles my soul 
As if my young hopes to destroy ; 

A gloom that is painful clings to my heart 
And sadness my musings employ. 
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I hear my playmates tell of fair sceneB 
Warm woodlands assume in the spring ; 

They glimpse the bloom of the beautiful glades, 
And flowerets which sunny hours bring ; 

They point me to where soft blue-bells grow, 
But I can only hear them ring. 

Kind sisters talk of the cowslip's gold, 

Of daisies that live by the streams ; 
Fond Gterty gave me something soft — 

I had met it before in my dreams ; 
She told me it was a perfumed wreath, 

And oh I how haUow'd it seems I 

I felt soft fingers fumble my curls. 

My troublous, zephyr-teazed hair : 
*Twas Gerty crowning me with flowers. 

With yiplets rich and rare ; 
Their odour made me sigh to behold 

Grand decorations there. 

They crown'd me queen on the meadow slopes, 

Then beauty in darkness reigned ; 
They drank to my health in morning dew. 

And all my chsurms explained ; 
But as they sipped from wee buttercups 

To tears I felt constrained. 

I sigh'd to scan lov*d Gerty's face, 

AjQd peep at the tinted flowers ; 
My spirit panted for Paradise views 

In lone glens and leafy bowers, — 
But ah ! my curtained vision fail'd 

In its sacred seeing powers. 
They led me forth at the eventide 

To hear the nightingale's psalm : 
The music came from the woods to me 

In accents clear but calm ; 
I wished I had been a singing bird. 

In some bush or lofty palm. 
The birds could chant their pure melodies, 

And revel in holy song : 
Descend at will from their foliage thrones ; 

All joyously steal along 
Fk)m shady groves to emerald fields 

With eye-sight ever strong. 
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I could not see the birdies which sang, 

My heart grew heavy and sore ; 
If Imew not their haunts in forest and lanes, 

Or the plumage which they bore ; 
Nor could I ramble alone 'mong the ferns 

New beauties to explore. 

I could not gaze on the gorgeous sky 

In its breadth of mid-day blue, 
Or when it shone with burning white stars 

Mirrored in night*s cold dew ; 
But by soft sisterly lips was I taught 

The grandeur of the view. 

The flowers may bloom and bright orbs may shine, 

They prove no charms to me ; 
The fragrant herbs may challenge my gaze, 

But oh ! I cannot see ! 
Nor shall I smile, surveying my friends 

'Till the great eternity. 

Oh! Grod forgive, if I ever repine, 

And through my frailties stray : 
This constant darkness as of the tombs 

I fain woidd fling away. 
And span the scenes of the fair green earth 

To glimpse thine own display. 



CHARLES LOUIS NAPOLEON BONAPARTE, 

Tfwrd Brwperor oflM Fr&ruih, 
BoEN 20th Apbil, 1808 ; Died Januabt 9th, 1873. 

GaiiM be thy sleep I mysterious child of fate ! 

Accept a tomb on Albion's friendly soil ; 

We owe thee much for noble aims and toil, 
And half forget the sins of one so great. 
Britannia's bosom open to the brave 

Who fly to her when clouds portend distress — 

Stray birds who weary of the wilderness, 
We yield the warmth and shelter of a cave. 
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Hath Fnmoe no tear? shall Louis die unwept, 
SaTe by the alien guardians of her king? 
Will Qaul disown the olay from whence did spring 

A history once praised— ^ow overstepp'd ? 

Go back to Axemberg I the dreamy boy, 

The now still Emperor a student lives ; 

Elect of destiny ! what hope he gives — 
The restless, {»rinoely brain seeks wise employ. 

Hortense hath issue of a fearful child ; 

The wisdom of the schools must grace his life ; 
. It proved the balance of majestic strife, 
And held him calm when thrones reeled fast and wild. 

By Augsberg's classic, tallj'^ell-haunted towers— 
By rough Swiss crags — by snow-fed lakes he stroll'd ; 
'Neath Spain's hot akies— where Bhine's blue wavelets 
roll'd. 

The crown'd of France passed long apprentice hours. 

Be there a ghost-world of eternal white ? 

Where spectres yield advice to men ungraved ; 

If so — the "damned of St. Helena" saved 
The earlier dying flame of Louis' light! 

Dead Gaasars seemed to rise and front the sun, 
Prescribing wrath-— the nephew's cruel parts 
Beflected well the uncle's heartless arts, 

And questioned are the triumphs that he won. 

But stay! we wrong the dead; 'twas fickle France ! 

That shaped the tyranny o'er which she griev'd. 

Nor could she in her rulers be deceiv'd. 
Since they were fettered in each great advance. 

A million cavling despots preached new laws. 
And madly toitur'd him who sought to reign ; 
The subject daim'd the kingship ; and in vain 

The angel strove to guide the Galhc cause. 

O France ! thy friends are few ; self-bred thy foes — 
Among the first was he so late despised ; 
The exile fbr his country agonized. 

When no man guaged his patriot pain and woes. 
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Bough-hewn by f ate-~qmek-cradled ; ohnroh'dby 
By false priests kiss'd— a oavalier betrayed — [night ; 
Napoleon pawn'd his fears; nor was afraid 

To gaUop, sword'bound, into day's keen light. 

If not beloved of Prance, he loved her well ; 
Her faults were his reflected in Mb skill — 
His hopes were hers ; he struggled to fulfil 

The programme of her grandeur — but he fell ! 

How noble, earnest, fruitful, was that fall ; 

No blossom of the past green springs we see — 

No comely foliage of the trial tree, 
But matured beauty, sweetness— bare to all. 

Should English daisies mark his honored grave 
Amid some cool yew-shaded village scene, 
Or shoidd he shaore a vault withikmg or queen 

In antique fanes ! we welcome one so brave ! 

Britannia's homes are free I Her tombs invite 
The outcast dead, and sacred is their rest ; 
Bude hands, no heroes, martyrs' bones molest ; 

In social righteousness we feel delight. 

We grave a citizen— lament a friend; 
His faults to us were few ; his better deeds 
Attract our praise ; proud Gkkul's contending creeds 

We Unger not to judge, defy, defend ! 

Communist hireling scribes may foul his name. 
And dance a war-dance round his open tomb ; 
But Albion guards his shroud, and gives per^me 

To scent the clay — the marvel once— of fame ! 

Napoleon gone; and can it be? 
The dreadful shadow ne'er again will pass 
O'er trembling Western seas. The form, alas. 

Is still! and Europe pays solemnity! 

Let memories unsavoury decline! 

Hurl malice downward to its native hell; 

The monarch was but mortal ; angels fell 
From their first good : must men the gods excel? 
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Great oare-ldU'd hero of romance— adieu ! 

'Twas thine to fall amid the thorns of earth; 

A rose-strewn pathway rarely sprang to birth, 
Or for an anxious moment met thy view. 

In oonvict cells at Ham thy schemes were laid; 

The Prince was in the laughless student lost ; 

Weird dreamswere utilised— strange plans endorsed— 
The outlines of a future throne were made ! 

Ko more of war is thine! yea, coffin'd now 
Are martial weapons of the bygone days — 
The fam'd of Sadowa; the grand displays 

Of Saarbruck — Sedan— where ached thy brow. 

Thy judge is God! Let men not haste to count 
Thy surface sins ; for all men mi^ht be stoned 
For circulating crimes, 'neath which they groaned 

When hid by clouds they labor'd to surmount. 

How weeps thy 8e9ond self — ^fond Eugenie! 

The last tear now is rained upon her lord ; 

He disappears, nor can he e'er afford 
One warm smile more save in eternity ! 

And thou Imperial Prince — the fatherless ! 
Whate'er thy destiny may prove to be, 
Britannia — ^in esteem — -mil shelter thee, 
Till France thy claims to kingship shall confess. 



AGNES STRICKLAND: 
Poetess and Histobian ; Died Jttlt 13th, 1875. 

In thee — ^leam maiden of the facile pen — 
Thought gain'd a wintry fruitfulness of faith, 
And foliage of fancy kept its green 
Until the sundown of thy noble life. 
^T^as thine,— the beauteousness of good. 
The ample eloquence of strong soul'd wit. 
The flowery passion of a chasten'd life, — 
Keys that were golden to unlock the past ; 
Allegiance to the fringe of mystery, — 
A righteousness too broad for tighten'd creeds, 
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Kindling the mmic of sweet, imdrardi'd, pnlme, 
Until the hmnane nndertonee of lere 
Betrayed ite own pnze minstreley of hope. 
And led life's aepizationB skywaid— home ! 

How bless'd the spring — ^the Unflhing opening scenes, 
Of thy life's rosy mom I the loneliness 
That comes of genins was thine to bear, — 
For how can crowds of mortals unrefined 
Approach and share Apollo's charmed Inte 
Or muse with Mercury at eventide ? 
E'en stars must dwell apart and shine alone 
In the great violet space ; unless they blend 
Harmonious radiance in the Milky Way, 
Where clustering orbs appear to fuse in lore 
Through the long, brilliant, fire-baptised night. 
So must the f ancy-haunted child of song 
Live out the isolation of rare thoughts. 
Or find fond kindred in the solitudes 
Where harp, and hymn, and bird, and genial flowers 
Invite the studious to hig^ festival ! 

Farewell I great Agnes I all thy earthliness ! 
Old kings, whom thou didst oft recall in verse ; 
Princesses of Lancastrian blood ; 
Pet Pilgrims, heroes — ^mighty men of mail ; 
The roystering scouts of Worcester's field ; 
Bold, swarthy cavaliers of olden days ; 
Bude Korman archers : dreams of love and war ; 
Horsemen, goblins, fairies ;~ God in history ; 
Are now unknown, or better known, to thee : 
All actors in the epic — life eternal. 



BEAUTY — IN THE GUTTER! 
(A LiTBBPOOL Stbeet Scene.) 

MxTTB as a log— by the pavement ! 

Young maidenhood lifeless and soiled ; 
Ourls tangled like vines of the summer. 

Fine an^-like features bespoiled : 
Kate Bamgan, cold — in the hiail-shower — 

Near the shed where for food she had toiled. 
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The eye of that wandering fish-girl, 

Tho' cold as the ice of the North, 
Reflected the scenes of her soul-life, 

Despised by proud caste in its wrath ; 
Nobody heeded or owned her— 

That being in commonplace cloth ! 

Crowds hurrying past to their homesteads 

Lent a glance to the typical show : 
A "fish-wench," down by the way-side— 

Bare theme for a joke or a blow ! 
Stray kicks from the "roughs" of the tavern, 

Too familiar to one so low. 

Men muttered, " she's drunk," with a scowl; 

Maybe, 'tis a "concubine" dead ! 
Gloved "sisters" looked round for the watchmen, 

Presuming the life she had led ; 
'Twas only a "working-gal," breathless! 

With the chill winter stones for a bed. 

O Gk>d ! is that maiden immortal. 
Whom "fashion" makes haste to despise? 

Will the flame of her spirit illumine 
A mansion secure in the skies ? 

Will heaven invite one so lonely ? 
Has Gabriel reported her sighs ? 



Choice cowslips adown by the meadows, 
Hallow'd tints of the rose on the lawn, 

Soft daisies that grace the green mountains, 
Were royally, gloriously bom; 

Why then should the lowliest damsel 
Count less than the flowers of the mom ? 

The nightingale rousing the woodlands ; 

Larks singing new songs to the sun ; 
The foliage and fruit of tiie vineyards 

Esteem for their beauty have won ; 
My God ! shall a waif, by the wayside, 

A tribute of honour have none ? 
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Is mercy confiuied to the heavens? 

Has tenderness ceased to disclose — 
Humanity cramped its affections, 

Save unto the birds or the rose ? — 
No love for the wrecks of its kind, 

For castaway girls and their woes? 



A vision — no remnant of Patmos — 
Bevealed to my gaze a vast throng : 

I glimpsed, through the white gates eternal, 
Kate Barrigan's soid in full song ; 

The "girl of the gutter" was crowned, 
With seraph-bands marching along. 



LIVINGSTONE. 



Not splintered battle-axe, or ill-used sword — 
Or trace of f oeman's blood upon thy dress, 
Shall Unk thy name to history, or express 

The deeds e'en fire-touch*d pens fail to record. 

The wanderer grows weary ! covets rest : 
The unsolved holiday of tomb and cloud, 
Away from kindred "keepers and the crowd, 

Falls sweetly to the toiler, tired, but bless'd. 

Bomantic suns of uncongenial flame — 

' The lash of mid-day fire — quick hell of heaven : 

The golden comfort, but the torture given ; 
This be the sorrow marring thy pure fame ! 

O, Livingstone ! how prompt thine hand and eye I 
How eloquent thy footfalls in the wood ! 
'Twas thme —the majesty — well understood. 

Pure, curious boldness 'neath an unmoist sky. 

No cruel night-winds, savage in their roar, 
Unmusically blast the fruit and flowers 
On the strange track : no slowly frozen showers 

Impede thy march — ^not blood-writ — to explore. 
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But beauty is a barrier — wealth of scene — 
The picturesque in brooks and mountain chains ; 
Charmed hills defy the prosier stretch of plains, 

Combine to thwart thy plans— intrude between ! 

Old Nile must pause ! its wild gods find a tear, 
As faithful David's shadow creeps away 
To hoary dreamland, somewhere in life's day ; 

No more to haunt the perfumed tropic year ! 

Bude Africa 1 to Albion, for aye, allied ! 
The bond is Liyingstone ! — apostle of research : 
A braver prophet ne'er adorned the church ;' 

A holier traveller has not, working, died I 



HENBY, LORD BEOUGHAM. 

Ye sons of Science ! votaries of Art, 
Pause and lament your aged death-struck king ! 
The modem Solon— man of noble heart — 
Has flown from earth with calm but matured wing ; 
His sun has set; his merits we may sing ; 
Fearing not to propagate a fulsome praise, 
From which a vainer flattery might spring. 
Oh no ! his deeds are deathless, and will raise 
A golden record of his earnest, well-spent days. 

The strange and mystical repose of death 
Crept ste^thily and won him in his sleep ; 
His time-worn frame is mute— deprived of breath— 
And Scotia for her offspring now may weep. 
Parnassian heights he climbed, however steep. 
Gained he the summit of the loftier mount. 
And claimed the prize which only giants keep ; 
He knew his powers and tum'd them to account. 
Feeding his mind at wisdom's ever fresh'ning fount. 

And thou, Edina ! ever proud to own 

The clever sage thou gavest to the world ; 

His intellect so grasping and full-grown, 

In all its native grandeur was unfurled ; 

To bless mankind : when sneers were at him hurl'd," 
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But on he pressed — ^unswerving from the right, 
By no strong carping faction meanly twirled — 
Facing his foe in mimly open fight, 
Nor shrmking from the dearer rays of Truth and Ijight. 

In Senate-house, or solemn Court of Law ; 
In halls of Learning, did he teach and plead ; 
The breathless multitudes did hear with awe 
His ripe expoundings of some chosen ereed, 
Or prmciples with which his mind agreed ; 
Men of all shades reyer'4 his magic tongue. 
Which moved the heart as west winds move a reed. 
Or as the tempest hurries straws along, 
In triumph o*er contrary force, howerer strong. 

In him the Slave a benefactor found, 
And weU may bless the moment of his birth ; 
He griev'd to view pure manhood, crushed and bound. 
Full conscious of their sacred rights and worth, 
Doom'd to exist like crouching worms of earth. 
Not daring to confess or plead their claims, 
Or broach their thoughts of sadness or of mirth: 
Brougham beheld their "owners* " hellish aims. 
And boldly burst in righteous, wrathful, wordy flames. 

His words went forth like wounding shafts of fire, 
Smiting the calloused conscience of the great. 
Nor could they from the battle-ring retire. 
But heeding well his arguments* fierce weight, 
Heark'nin^ to truths which he could well relate. 
With all his conj'ring majesty of soul, 
In combat for a system's final fate : — 
A trade which thriy'd, and reached the farthest pole, 
Bargains in blood, which justice did perforce controL 

Great Harry was a scribe ; his toiling pen 
Was vassal to a finely cultured brain ; , 
His gifts were not the boast of common men. 
Who coin new thoughts with hard and extra strain, 
Aiming at heights ihey seldom ever gain — 
Crude dwarfs who mock the giants of the age. 
And, seeming great, grow warmly proud and vain-* 
Those lesser "lights," which in vast schemes engage. 
Who, should the world refuse their aid, boil to a rage. 
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No, Brougham's mind was of a nobler < 
A jewel, fring'd with diamonds, rarely seen — 
He seemed to link the future to the past. 
And stand in bold relief the years between. 
Beatific in his own peculiar sheen : 
The circling halo of his greatness spread I 
His faculties enlarged, became more keen. 
Until his highly-honour'd, hoary head 
Sought rest amid the oayems of the quiet dead. 

He scaled the skies to scan the solar fire. 
And map the many mystic globes of flame ; 
Of such pursuits he never seemed to tire. 
Nor would I for such acts mine hero blame. 
They spoke his busy dreams — they swell his fame — 
Telling of journeys to tiie realms of space : 
Where Newton trod, and won a ceaseless name, 
Where Ghtdmers roamed to glimpse the moon's big 
face, 
Her darkened mountain cheeks and ocean eyes to trace. 

Friend of stem Jeffrey — ^partner of a power — 
Which lash'd great Byron into grandest thought; 
Thy sharp "reviews" — intensely hot and sour — 
Were with wise words for Harrow's "idler" fraught ; 
Thou didst not whip the splendid Bard for naught. 
Nor wield thy cruel gall-steep'd quill in vain ; 
He felt thy strength, and proudly sought 
To rouse the slumbering splendours of his brain. 
As proved in works which matchless sentiments contain. 

'Twas not the lovely Pallas gave thee skill, 
Or Hermes, which unlocked thy lips to speak. 
Thy talent sprang from higher sources still 
Twas Gk>d who rul'd thy soul — ^more firm than meek; 
Nor did thy mind low grovling subjects seek — 
Shunning &e path where glorious duty lay — 
Travling the track where " sham " men only sneak ; 
Ah no ! thine honest heart could not display 
A life as destitute of shining deeds as they. 

Thou far-famed " Emperor of Mind," farewell! 
We need no stronger eulogy declare, 
Or on thy fragrant greatness dweU ; 
Thou wast of many startling gifts the heir, 
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Of whose more precious fruits the world may share : 
And reverence the clime which gave thee biith. 
Child of old Scotland's classic region fair I 
When monuments of stone shall fall to earth 
Thy lasting works will preach a tribute to thy worth. 



Sonnets. 



SOKKETS TO THE EIYEB KENE. 

I. 
Along thy cool green banks oft have I strayed, 

When childhood's swelling rapture thrill'd my soul ; 

'Neath sylvan shades I watch'd thy waters roU, 
And teazed thy hallowed ripples as they played. 
Sad joy thine august lonelmess conveyed ; 

A melancholy not unmusical I found, 

And learnt the touch of consecrated ground 
'Mid haunts where scenes of lovliness are laid. 

Sweet are thy windings through the flowery vale, 
And slow thy movement, like some serpent in the sun, 

Whose summer flame yields grandeur to the course ; 
June skies are mirrored in thy wave so pale. 

And ere the morning song-birds have begun 
Their chants, thou dost weird melodies enforce. 

n. 

A rare familiar charm in thee I find, 

The friendliness I feel is strong and old ; 

And as bright mem'ries of the past unfold 
They help my wand'ring fancies now to bind 
To present scenes and playmates left behind : 

Ilie fond companions of my earlier youth — 

Those faithful types of innocence and truth, 
Who gleaned me blue-bells where thy soft banks wind, 

Or flung the fresh pluck'd daisies in the stream — 
Laughing the while, at mischief so divine, 

And yielding me the kisses that I sought 
O ! shall I evermore pursue that dream ? 

Or to such wild unreined romance incline I 
Where happiness is fteely, nobly wrought. 
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in. 
Tell not of Tiber with its classic flow ! 

Or Leman's chasten'd, mountain guarded lake, 

Or scenes where consecrated Oanges break 
In cloud-hued spray, or wavelets white and slow, 
ftemind me not of currents loud or low — 

Of plashy Avon or the dark swift Dee, 

Or rivers madly rushing to the sea, 
Dreary and dangerous in their overthrow ; 

I would not righteous spells of other streams deny, 

Or mock the beauty wluch their haunts afford, 
Be they in Briton's clime or alien scenes, — 

But not beneath the arched violet sky 
Hath my enraptured vision yet explored 

A watercourse more dear then native Nene. 



m MEMOBIAM— SHIRLEY BBOOES. 

Late Editor of Punch: 

Died Fsbbuaby 23bd, 1874. 

I. 

The latest in a line of consecrated hearts ! 

Who sanctified the gleam of wit and song : 

Gk> ! join the mystery of yon pure throng. 
Where Lemon, Leech and lliackeray take parts ! 
Through sunnier scenes, developing the arts 

Of laughing cleverness in finer mood ; 

The sun — a foot-light — ever quick and good ; 
Sweet rainbow archers, urging diamond darts 

To kindred souls in everlasting space ; 
The legion scribes of melody and peace ! 

Through all the holiness of unfleshed life, 
'Tis there methinks this widowed worl4 may trace 

Its slowly stolen pets, whose gifts increase 
Away from pain, from tombs, from creeds and strife I 

n. 
Hushed be the merriment of current glee ! 
They bear the earnest Jester's bones to rest ; 
The noble satirist by foes is blest. 
As darkly stares Death's ancient agony : 
The million, smiling once, now weeps for thee I 

G 
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O) Shirley! man of fancy, fire and fun, 

Thy useful, grotesque, honest race is run : 
The pointsman shifts thee to eternity. 

O, bloom kind yiolets I o'er Punehf ,the last; 
Waste thy new tears, chaste dew, upon his grave } 

Let melancholy redbreasts wail once more : 
The inspiration of our smiles is cast 

To otiier sphere of being — ^with the bnve ; 
Soon joy-belbs will be tuned as of yore ! 



IN MEMORIAM.— LADY AUGUSTA STANLEY. 

BoBN Apbil 3bd, 1822 ; Died Maboh 1st, 1876. 

I. 
How sad ! when scent of violets ascend. 

When snowdrops waken in the wild March gale. 

When all is life, and birth-songs e'en prevail. 
That home should lose its angel — town a friend ; 
But ah ! Augusta ^ what an honoured end, 

To die when new-bom flowers could witness be. 

And preach the endlessness of life to thee ; 
Uprising from a fragrant sleep, to lead 
Bare tokens of a hope, that earth's decay 

Is but the exchanging of the soul's rapt powers I 
The grave a moment musicless — a calm 

Ere the bridal bliss of heaven's long, sweet day, 
Thrills the grand lapse of holy, golden hours, 

Where love is law, and passion, one pure psalm ! 
n. 
A. nation's history — with hallow'd claim, 

Beceives for aye, those beauteous deeds of thine I 

Such memories grow green as years decline. 
And Briton's bless, a crownless conq'urer's name I 
What sacred footfalls ! nobleness of aim ! 

By Scotia's hills, thy glens, and crag-watch'd streams; 

*How loved at Court : what majesty in dreams ! 
And yet how merciful, where some would blame ! 
In unsunn'd streets, where imwash'd plebians dwell ! 

Adown the non-flowery city lanes she went, 
Where no mad morning larks claim heaven, and sing : 

There, her soul unfolded, cast a spell; 
Nor were such hidden Gospel acts misspent, 

As many a ** kindness^broken '• heart can tell ! 
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in. 
What means that mighty host of mourners there ? 

In darkened aisles, entomb'd with thee — so still ! 

Save when the weeping organ, awe's the will, 
And tries the great melancholy to declare. 
E'en tears are picturesque, and bear 

Commingled beauty in their swift hot flow. 
' For sorrow could not make a grander show, 
Nor beating breasts, a nobler poem spare ! 
They came to see the grav'd — the great and wise. 

The throned widow — link'd once more to heaven : 
High bookmen, too, were there — ^forgetting fame : 

The workmen weepers, with moist, honest eyes : 
O'er thee, Augusta ! parting sighs were given. 

And England will not soon neglect thy name! 



[Suggested bv the contmi 
n Woodston CSinrchyard.] 



WAYSIDE SONNETS. 



continual supply of fresh flowers and immortelles 



I. 

Is death the herald of some new romance, 

Replete with music, poesy and flowers : 

The opening psalm of heaven's endless hours ; 
The paradise of churches, or of chance ? 
Or is it but the gate where souls advance 

Thenceforward into noiseless mystery, 

Evolving happiness from chastity 
In the visionary process of deep trance ? 

What say the worms? — 'tis tiieir's the vulgar gain! 

But stay I the choice invisibles live on. 
And sing sweet home, whilst sorrowing followers weep I 

The blood is not the life ; the flesh is but the chain, 
Linking us to scenes, where brief rewards are won, 

Until the day dawns that knows not sleep ! 

n. 
How sweet to linger by the tombs awhile ! 

At eventide : when angels haunt the fane ; 

When loved departed ones steal back again 
To honor their spent clay witii a pure snule ! 
What holy radiance !— how free from guile!— 
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Mingling with the sheen of the pale Bnmmer moon, 

*Till light becomes celestial as a noon 
In the dreamland spheres, where joyous spirits toil. 
But lo ! the visions wander voiceless here, 

And only yield their secrets to the few ! — 
The charm'd interpreters of the freed soul's song — 

They flash their new life on us but to cheer ; 
But oh I if short, how grand the fond review ! — 

These shadow forms, untouched, but strong. 

m. 
Must laughter cease where corpse and coffin lie, 

And only sorrow's swift hot rain prevail ? 

Shy herbs be tear-wash'd, where brown brambles trail, 
And no glad music, echoing, reach the sky? 
Ah, no ! the tombs preach life and majesty I 

Cold wasted bones betray man's hopeftd change — 

Death's transformation scene— sublime, if strange : 
The fruitful gala of eternity I 
Sweep softly, truant winds ! o'er grass and grave I 

Bespect the lessening dust of child and sire; 
Bloom ! fondling daisies ! in thy best array ! 

'Tis sacred ground, where ashes of the brave 
Blend with things earthly, by the village spire. 

Whilst souls reach onward to God's golden day ! 



MIDSUMMER SONNETS. 
I. 
'Mid sylvan shades, a strange, unearthly charm 

Doth cheer the buoyant fancies of my soiQ, 

And tempt new melodies beyond control — 
The swelling song-notes of a lengthen'd psalm. 
Bich scented gales that breathe soft southern balm, 

And flirt with joyous sunbeams through the day 

O'er blooming foliage, in forests stray 
To haunt but not destroy the leafy calm. 
I sit me in the solitudes to muse. 

To scan and photograph each luring sight 
That gives quaint grandeur to the gorgeous scene : 

Late weeping clouds, or tender morning dews, 
Congenial warmth and life-sustaining light, 

Combine to feed the woodland's glorious green. 
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Bright blossoms, once so lovely, choice, and sweet; 

The snow of May-thorn bu^es in the lane, 

And dazzling orchard <^ess of heaynly stain, 
"Bays fall'n to slow destruction at our feet, 
Whilst dangling on the burdened trees we meet 

Rich ripening fruit, of every taste and kind. 

Those earlier summer spells did ofttimes bind. 
But now we may the nobler blessings greet. 
My dreamy, lone, impassioned spirit tries 

To tell its joys in ecstacy of song. 
And grasp the mystic glamour of the hour ; 

But wavy meads, fair brooks, and purple skies, 
Enrich'd by music from the plumed throng. 

Assert their sweetly grand triumphant power. 

in. 
O ! let me dwell beside the velvet rose 

Where stillness reigns and ivy shadows fall. 

Where branches of clematis climb the wall, 
O where the gilliflower seeks soft repose : 
Give me to linger by the grot, where grows 

The graceful helitrope, deigning to dream 

Of thee, fair Luna ! and thine evening beam 
That steals to kiss each flower at day's calm close, 
Gould I pronounce my thoughts with Herme's skill. 

Or learn of Orpheus to turn my lyre, 
My speech and burning depths of song would fail 

To speak the charms of forest, vale and hill, 
To tell how summer's sunsets tints expire. 

Or how Pomona's beauties will prevail. 



EASTERTIDE SONNETS. 
I. 
Hail! time of resurrection, joy supreme! 

Grand mem'ries of the Eastern Christ arise, 

And visions of white crowds through open'd skies — 
Angels in full song — beatific as a dream ! 
Boast not, O conquered grave!— faith's hope may. 

O'er mind untombed — uncoflSn'd ghosts [gleam 

Of everlasting men ; the holy hosts 
No census may declare, or touch the theme ! 
What power can crucify men's deathless soul? 
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What cypress shade er gloom of Calvary 
Dare haunt the fond elect— ^the breathing world? 

The deyils and small gods cannot controL 
Continued being, or its mystery — 

The savour of a goodness half unfurl'd. 
n. 
Methinks the wild and wind-teaz'd flowers of Spring, 

The trembling violets and meadow herbs, 

The soft warm cowslips which the ox disturbs, 
Proclaim victorious life ; then let me sing 
The consecrated promise, that will bring 

Fresh energy to hallow'd well spent toil, 

And aspirations demon sins would spoil — 
Should great conceptions to old habits cling. 
Hail cluurmed Eastertide ! sweet time of peace ! 

The sacred music of the sunn'd south breeze, 
And slow paced bursts of green on hedge and hill. 

Speak thine approach ; earth's draperies increase, 
And blissful song-birds carol in the trees : 

The dead's alive! impassioned storms are stitil 



WHEEE ABE THE DEAD ? 

[A Morning Meditation in Nottingham Cemetery.] 

I. 
How pure the thought, if sad the heart — alone ; 

How calm the day dreams in this beauteous place I 

What life in death ; what loveliness to trace 
In flower-flame, path fringed green, or sculptured stone, 
No fairer, sweeter, more high-honoured scene 

In England's isle, than this still Paradise ; 

'Twere grand to die — ^from such a spot to rise 
From tombs to thrones! — enduring, noble, dean! 
Men's co£Gbi'd loathsomeness may waste unview'd 

Amid the dark and voiceless vaidts around. 
Whilst laughing children glean soft daisies here : 

Life's monetary game may be pursued 
Beyond this hilly, angel-guurded ground. 

And selfish crowns despise the Death-wrought tear, 
n. 
But who are they?— the folk o'er which we pass: 

The half -forgotten friends of other days ; 

The actors we have known in earlier plays, 
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Whose rotting bones "yield life to 'luoofeiaig grass ? 
Gt«y tulips bloom where many a neighbour lies; 

And fondling, fragrant, creeping briars bind 

The covering olay to day of other kind, 
Despite the changing temper of the skies ! 
The consecrated shade of yonder trees — 

The silent cypress — beautiful in bloom ; 
The wayy willows, where loy'd robins sing; 

The loftier oaks which moan like orient seas : 
A melancholy music o'er each tomb, 

Uniting autumn's wail with glee of spring ! 



Where are the dead?— our pets of yesterday ? 

Brave men of mind— of fame untombable ! 

The wise ! the good!— of power so ripe ^d full I 
What helpless majesty I in dow decay? 
Where now the sighing, singing, playful maid? 

The girl we made a goddess of! — so true. 

With woodbine curls and robes of sky-lent blue, 
And stolen summer lightnings — ^used for braid? 
The love, the beauty — active innocence ! — 

Coy eye, that aw*d its helpless worshippers ; 
That hallow'd, fruitful, God bless'd Uf e— now gone ! 

This sorrow hath six blades : the pain'd suspense 
Is sweetened with grand hopes, which'faith oonfers, 

And earth is welcome loss, now Heaven is won 1 



Be cheer'd, sad heart ! the laughing soul is free ! 
'Tis not the ashes in the urn we claim, 
Or lost attachments of the olden name, 

But endless spirit-life — that is to be! 

Love is not lust, or life all selfishness. 
Where passion is not flesh-botmd in its sway; 
The grave is but the gate of holier day. 

Where pilgrims pass and find their burdens less! 

As storm-nurs'd April's fret mid bursting green. 
And blush in rambow hues for tears so bold, 

O'erjoyed to bury March and woo new flowers ; 
So in this fair Mac^lah may be seen 

Fond weepers vraiting new life from the old- 
Devotion oonstaat tkm>ug^ long ckrady hours! 
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THANKSGIVING DAY, 
Tuesday, Febbuabt 27th, 1872. 

How musical the mom ! 
With blissful noise the city shook again, 

New melodies were bom — 
And soft Spring winds bore forth the trembling strain. 

Impassioned bells rang loud. 
And flung mad notes of joy from ev*ry tower ; 

The loyal frenzied crowd 
Increased the fruitful tumult of the hour. 

What meant the gaudy day? 

The beauteous di^lay — 

The marching and the mirth — 

The pageanfc^'s fine birth ? 
A Prince we love, had touched the gates of death. 
And struggled through the darkness back to life, 

With honors of new breath. 

All valiant for fresh strife : — 
The patriot sons of Britain's envied isle 

Grew bold in welcoming their future king. 
Gave praise to Providence that deigned to smile 

And lift our Edward from sad suffering. 

How grand that surging throng ! 
Like Israel's awful moving hosts of old. 

With trumpets and sweet song, 
Bare burning feelings of strange joy unfold 

Each crimson robed s&eet. 
And glittering sheen of stately warriors' dress 

In winsome beauty meet. 
And form quaint scenes of shifting lovliness. 

Gay streamers dance o'erhead, 

And flow'ry wreaths outspread, 

Enlist the eager gaze 

And preach of other days : 
Whilst motley, floating flags of e'vry clime 
Beveal the unity of this our time — 

Speaking man's brotherhood 

In toilings pure and good : — 
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A million march to music through the town, [well; 

And bless the day that proves the cxush'd one 
Pure deafening voices prophecy renown 

For him o'er whom the harsh blight lately fell. 

England ! behold thy Queen ! 
A woman's heart beats 'neath those robes of state — 

A mother's love is seen 
In ev'ry deed which stamps the widow great. 

Should not Victoria's joy 
Exceed the pleasure of her loyal folk ? 

Her eldest darling boy 
Now triumphs o'er death's misdirected stroke. 

Hark ! to yon temple psalm ! 

And pleadings warm, but calm : — 

Through Wren's vast hallow'd fane 

Is heard the pure refrain 
Of holy chants ; rich swelling organ tones 
Find echo in each arch of cold grey stones, 

Now hidden from the view 

By blinds of rainbow hue : 
The people meet in picturesque array — 

In dazzling garmehts, voice united song : 
When prayer and pageantry have passed away, 

Britannia's patriot love will flourish long. 



MUSIC AT THE GATES! 

A SONQ OF THE SoUL EtEBNAL. 

Cease, gloomy bell, thy voice of sad despair, 
Yield marriage music to the morning air ; 
Arise I sweet scent of flower and song of bird. 
The psalm eternal of the spheres is heard! 

Behold the mystic throng of souls draw nigh. 
Soft suns assume new beauty in the sky : 
The minstrelsy of hearts — self -saved and free ! 
Inspire and swell the fruitful righteous glee ! 

The fair white morning of unending day 
Now claims the love and life of this loaned clay ; 
We give to earth her own-— the passionless^ 
The spirit of the form lives on to bless ! 
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Kb doves fly home when loosed from alien hands, 
Or swallows hnnt for joys in Austral lands, 
80 is the liberated spirits' flight 
Away from earth's hard winter and dark night. 

We need no gloom in caves or cypress shades ; 
Bain no hot tears when autumn foliage fades ; 
The sigh we pause to urge comes not of fear : 
The trembliiig is of love and sweet to bear. 

As herald snowdrops whiten earth's warm spring, 
And point to beauties later suns may bring : 
So hallowed souls steal onward to the spheres, 
Frepar'd to count the bless'd of after years. 

How charmed the scene ! — each mound an altar stands, 
With God above, no priests save angel-bands; 
Each prayer grows musical, and, like the rose. 
The perfumed breath of charity bestows. 

The prisoner spirits have the free in sight, 
And heroes share a pentecost of light ; 
The glow of youth, the wisdom of the sires, 
Illume the clouds as weary day expires. 

Bin^ out I ring out! the old familiar songs I 
Bevive the spell of consecrated tongues ! 
The Jubilee of love, and life, and peace 
Is in our midst, and never more will cease! 

Bich laughing blasts of trumpeters awake! 
Upon the current gales let music break ! 
Smg birds! bloom flowers! give concert to the day! 
Immortal hosts grow strong through earth*8 decay. 



"OHILDE HABOLD!" 
(A "Mbscobial^' Gontbibtttion.) 

Thb soom of ages, peoples, thrones and creeds : 
The jealousy of faiths, by genius unblessed ; 
In pain must view the Byron-fame confessed — 
The manly, humane, sacred — un*church'd deeds : 
The resurrection music of crooked reeds ; 
Grand pulsings of a semi-Grecian heart— 
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The breast — that trembling, conquers whilst it bleeds: 
These be the goddesses that ever start 
When history lays bare the princely poet's part. 

Unlike the hypocrite — when sins were weighed, 
Our hero laughed and leaped not from the scale ; 
Old slander cried aloud, a sad false tale. 
Which favouring lightnings to the world conveyed : 
But Harold's nobler self high worth displayed — ^ 
The beauty, kingship, boldness of his tread, 
The flame-touch of his soul, not yet decay'd — 
Awed the archangels, as he, musing, fled 
To the rare realms, where eternal passion-fires fed! 

Great priest, unrobed, but preaching from cold stone. 
Discoursing now, perchance, beyond the stone — away. 
Amid the high altars of heaven's non-darken'd day. 
Where thought is not creed-cramped, tortured, or alone: 
Where genius summons' — raised upon a throne — 
The loved communion of large visioned bards. 
With no mere clay audience to pet and own ; 
Scorning with a scorn that no grand deed retards— 
The sickly praise of common folk and dwarf rewards. 

Not Albion alone, but nations wide — 
The brown southern scholar by the Alpine chain : 
The Gallic schoolmen: grandees of hot Spain; 
The old Greek cultus— land of classic pride : — 
Soft coasted Orient scenes, where the muses hide : 
There! noble bard! can thy million friends be found; 
E'en should thy birth-land falter or deride. 
We trace thy footprints on remotest ground, 
But not the self-gather'd thorns with which thou once 
wert crowned. 

Great 'Harold needs no chiselled monument ! 
No song in stone — no history of brass ; 
No trumpet blasts! no dreams quick traced on glass ; 
His fame outlives what friends and foes invent, 
What hell conceives, or heaven in goodness lent : 
Whilst forests ! prairies ! rocks ! their silence keep, 
And oceans' mirror skies ! or flowers breathe scent ! 
The love we feel will rush both pure and deep. 
And Byron still enjoy death's dark but fruitful sleep ! 
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A JULY MIDNIGHT TEMPEST! 
(Satukday Night, July 22nd, 1876.) 

What means this quick surprise of fighting worlds? 

This sky-wrath of intruding, angry &e, 

Amid the silent awfulness of sleep ? 

Is Hell awaking earth with ring of storms, 

Or do the warrior clouds breathe heated gloom. 

To illustrate, with tints of languaged flame, 

The panoramic grandeur of our dreams? 

Through the black, ill-temper'd, picturesque night. 

Do gods, in sulphurous passion, wail and weep ; 

Or are the demons of the air at play? 

Guiding the drift of curs'd unholy winds 

To the spiteful glee of men's unblooded death? 

What frenzy in yon express moving clouds ! 

They part ! — the lightning's dangerous gleam 

Illumes the quickly consecrated rifts. 

And lo ! the Heaven of faith and song is seen, 

Up, far above the trail of restless fires I 

We glimpse the thrones of sinless seers and kings — 

The souls of all things reconciled to God ! 

Oh I what a scene sublime of sky-world bliss! 

What beauty in the visions of the storm. 

If 'tis the home of saints that opens now, 

'Twas underpainted by the Patmos bard. 

And but foreshadowed feebly in the dreams 

Of Jewry's shepherd kings. What wealth of scene! 

The sky is overcharged with angry art. 

And pleading thunders ask a sleeping world 

To peep at Paradise through hell's hot gates. 

Whilst wandering Sol is flirting with the vines, 

Thro' soft and sweetly passionless day, 

Adown the rich antipodean groves ! 

The light of Sabbath mom brings starlit peace. 

And on ten million fever-sweated brows 

The watchmen-angels cast a scented breeze. 

Like as the creeping gales from southern plains 

Touch Etna's timid lava-coated slopes ! 

The summer odours — purified by storm, 

Begain ascendency at break of da^. 

And beckon'd calm comes laughing back again, 

To bless the holy, early autumn hours ! 
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